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PROTERBIAL PIirLOSOPHY. 



PREFATORY. 

Thoughts, that have tarried in my mind, and peopled its inner ehaintera, 

The sober cliildren of reason, or desultory train of fancy ; 

Clear running wine of oonvicfcn, with the ecum and the lees of epecu- 

Com from the sheaves of Science, with stubble from mine own garner , 

Searchings after Trutli, that have tracked her secret lodes, 

And come up again lo the surface-world with a knowledge grounded 

deeper ; 
Arguments of high scope, that have soared to the keystone of haaven. 
And thence have swooped to their certain marli, as the falcon to its quarry ; 
The fruits I have gathered of prudence, the ripened harvest of my muangs, 
These commend I unto thee, O docile scliolar of Wisdom, 
These I give to thy gentle heart, thou lover of tlie right. 

What though a guilty man renew that hallowed theme. 

And strike idth feehler hand the harp of Sirach's son ? 

What, though a youthful tongue lake up that ancient parable, 

And utter faintly forth dark sayings as of old 1 

Sweet is the virgin honey, though the wild bee have stored it in a reed ; 

And bright the jewelled band, that circleth an Etliiop's ann ; 

Pure are the grains of gold in the turbid stream of Ganges, 

And fair the hving flowers, that spring from the dull cold sod. 

Wherefore, thou gentle student, bend thine ear to my speech. 

For I also am as thou art ; our hearts can commune together ; 

To meanest matters will 1 stoop, for mean is the lot of mortal; 

I will rise to noblest themes, for the soul hath an heritage of glory : 
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10 PROVERBIAL PIIILOSOFIIV. 

The passions of puny man ; the majesUc characters of God ; 

The feverish shadows of time, and the mighty substance of eternity. 



Nor scom angelic Truth for tho sake of her evil herald ; 

Heed not him, hut hear his words, and care not whence they come ; 

The viewless winds might whisper them, the billows roar tiiem forth, 

The mean unconsciotia sedge sigh them in tho ear of evening, 

Or the mind of pride conceive, and the mouth of folly speak them. 

1^ now, I stand not forth kying hold on spear and buckler, 

[ come a man of peace, to comfort, not to combat ; 

With soft persuasive speech to charm thy patient ear, 

Giving the hand of fellowship, acknowledging the heart of sympathy : 

Let us walk together as friends in the shaded paths of meditation, 

Nor judgment set his seal until he hath poised his balance; 

That the chastenings of mild reproof may meet unwitting error, 

And charity not be a stranger at the board tliat is spread for hrotliers. 
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THE WORDS OP WISDOM. 

Few and precious are the wonla wliich the lipa of Wisdom utter : 

To what shall their rarity be likened 1 What price shall count their worth 1 

Perfect and much to be desired, and giving joy with riches, 

No lovely thing on earth can picture all their beauty. 

They be chance pearls, flung among the rocks by the sullen waters o( 

Oblivion. 
Which Diligence loveth to gather, and hang round the neck of Memory . 
They be white-winged seeds of happiness, wafted from the islands of tlif 

Which Thought carefully tendeth, in the kindly garden of the heart ; 
They be sproutings of an harvest for etarnily, bursting tlirough the tilth of 

Green promise of the golden wheat, that yieldeth angeb' food ; 
They be drops of the crystal dew, which the wings of seraphs BcaKer, 
When on some brighter Sabbath, their plumes quiver most with delight ; 
Such, and so precious, are Ihe words which the lips of Wisdom utter. 

Yet more, for the half is not said, of their might, and dignity, and value , 
For live-giving be they and glorious, redolent of sanctity and heaven r 
As the fumes of hallowed incense, that veil tlie throne of the Most IBgh ; 
As the beaded bubbles that sparkle on the rim of the cup of Immortality ; 
Ah wreaths of the rainbow spray, from tlie pure cataracta of Truth. 
Such, and so precious, are the words which the Ups of Wisdom utter. 

Yet once again, loving student, suffer the praises of thy teacher. 
For verily the sun of the mind, and the ]ife of Ihe heart, is Wisdom: 
She is pure and full of light, crowning gray hairs with lustre. 
And kuidling the eye of youth with a fire not its own ; 
And her words, whereunlo canst thou liken them I for earth cannot show 
their peers : 
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13 PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

They be grains of the diamond sand, the radiant floor of Leaven, 

Rising in simny dust behind the chariot of God ; 

They be flashes of the day-spring from on high, shed from the windows 

of tbe sltiea ; 
They be streams of living waters, fresh from the fountain of Intelligence ; 
Such and so precious, are the words which Ihe lips of Wisdom utter. 

For these shall guide thee well, and guard thee on thy way ; 

And wanting all beside, with these ehalt thou be rich : 

Though all around be woe, these shall make tliee happy ; 

Though all within be pain, Uiese shall bring tliee health ; 

Thy good shall grow mto ripeness, thine evil wither and decay. 

And Wisdom's words sliall sweetly charm thy doubtful into virtues : 

Meanness shall then be frugal caro ; where shoine was, thou art modest ; 

Cowardice riseth into caution, rashness is sobered into courage ; 

The wrathful spirit, rendering a reason, standeth justified in anger 

The idle hand halh fair excuse, propping the thoughtful forehead. 

Life sliall have no labyrinth but thy steps can track it, 

For thou hast a silken clue, to lead thee through the darkness: 

The rampant Minotaur of ignorance shall perish at thy coming. 

And thine enfranchised fellows hail thy white victorious sails. (') 

Wherefore, friend and scholar, hear the words of Wisdom ; 

Whether she speaketh to thy soul in the full chords of revelation ; 

In the toachmg earth, or air, or sea ; in the still melodies of thought, 

Or, haply, in the humbler strains tMt would detain thee here. 



OF TRUTH IN THINGS FALSE. 

Ehkor is a banly plant ; it flourisheth ra every soil ; 
In the heart of the wise and good, alike with the wicked and foolish; 
For there is no error so crooked, but it hath in it some Imes of truth ; 
Nor m any poison so deadly, that it serveth not some wholesome use : 
And the just man, enamoured of the right, is blinded by the speciouaneaa 

And the prudent, perceiving an advantage, is content to overlook the hailn. 
On all tilings created rcinaineth the holf^lFaccd signature of God, 
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OF TRUTH IN THINGS FALSE. 13 

Somewliat of fair and good, though blotted by the finger of corruption ; 
And if error cometh in like a flood, it mixeth with sl^eams of truth, 
And the Adversary loveth to have it so, for thereby many are decoyed. 
Providence ia dark in ita permissions ; yet one day, when all ia known. 
The universe of reason shall acknowledge how just and good were they; 
For the wise maji loanelh on his wisdom, and the righteous tmstetli to bis 

And those who thirst for independence, are suffered to drink of disappoint- 
Wherefore 7 — to prove and humble them ; and to teach the idolaters of 

truth, 
Tliat it is but the ladder unto Him, on whom only they sliould trust. 

There is truth in tlie wildest achcme tliat imaginative heat hath engen- 

Anda man may gather somewhat from tlie crudest theories of fancy; 
Tiie alchemic labourelh in folly, but catciietli chance gleams of wisdom. 
And findeth ont many inventions, though his crucible breed not gold ; 
The sinner, toying with witchcraft, thinketh to delude liis fellows. 
But there be very spirits of evil, and what if they come at his bidding ; 
He ia a bold bad man who dareth to tamper with the dead ; 
For their whereabout lieth in a mystery— that vestibule loading to Eternity, 
The wiuting-room for unclad ghosts, before tlie prcaence-chamber of tlieir 

King; 
Mind may act upon mind, though hodiea he far divided ; 
For tlie life is in tlie blood, but souls communicate ua'seen : 
And (he heat of an excited intellect, rudit^ng to its fellowa. 
Doth kindle dry leaves afar off, while the green wood around it ia un- 

waiTOcd. 
The dog may have a spirit as well as his brutal master ; 
A spirit to live in happiness ; for why should he be robbed of his existence ? 
Hath he not a conscience of evil, a glhnmer of mora! sense, 
liove and hatred, courage and fear, and visible shame and pride ? 
There may be a future rest for the patient victims of the cruel ; 
And a season allotted for their Hiss, to compensate for unjust aufffeiing. 
Spurn not at seeming error, but dig below its sv.rface for the truth ; 
And beware of seeming truths, that grow on Ihe roots of error: 
For comely are the apples tliat spring from the Dead Sca'a cursed shore ; 
But witliin are tliey dust and ashes, and Uic Iiand lliat plucked them sliol] 
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" rROVERBtAL PHILOSOPHY. 

A frequent Kmilar effect arguelli a consiant cause : 

Yet wlio hath counted the links that bind an omen to its issue 7 

Who hath expounded the law t!iat renderelli tixlamilics gregai'ious, 

Pressing down wiOi yet more woes the heavy-laden moumer ? 

Who iinoweth wherefore a monsoon slwnld aweU the sails of the prosper 

Blithely speeding on their course the children of good lock 1 

Who hath companioned a vision from the horn or ivory gate, (■) 

Or met an other's mind in his, and explained its presence ? 

There is a secret somewhat in antipatl.ies ; and love is more than fancy ; 

Yea, and a palpable iKJtice wameJh of an instant danger ; 

For the soul hath its feelers, cobwebs floating on the wind. 

That catch events in their approach with sure and apt presentiment, 

So that some halo of attraction heraldeth a coming friend. 

Investing, in his likeness, the stranger tJiat passed on before ; 

And while the word ia in thy moulh, behold thy word fulfilled. 

And he of whom we spake can answer for himself. 

O man, little hast thou learnt of truth in things most true, 

How therefore shall thy blinilness wot of troth in things most false ? 

Thou hast not yet perceived the causes of life or motion ; 

How then canst thou define the subtle sympathies of mind ? 

For the spirit, sharpest and shungest when disease hath rent the body, 

Hath welcomed kindred spirits in nightly visitations, 

Or leamt from restless ghosts dark secrets of the living. 

And helped slow jnstice to her prey by the dreadful teaching of a dream. 

Verily, there ia nothing ao true, that the damps of error have not warp. 

edit; 
Verily, there is notliing so false, that a sparkle of troth is not in it. 
For the enemy, the father of Ilea, tlie giant Upas of creation, 
Wliose deadly shade hath blasted this once green garden of the Lonl, 
Can but pervert tlie good, but may not create Uie evil ; 
He desttoj-eth, but cannot build ; for he is not antagonist deity : 
Mighty m his stolen power, yet is he a creature and a subject ; 
Not a maker of abstract wrong, but a spoiler of concrete right : 
The fiend hath not a royal crown ; ho is but a prowling robber. 
Suffered, for some mysterious end, to haunt the King's highway ; 
And the keen sword he bearetli, once was a simple pJouglishare; 
Yea, and his panoply of error is but a distortion of the truth ; 
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OF ANTICIPATION. 

The sickle fJiat once reaped righteousness, beaten from its useful ci 
With axe, and spikp, nnd bar, headeth the marauder's haJbert. 
Seek not fiirtJior, O man. lo solve flie dark riddle qF ein ; 
Suffice it, that Ihine own bad heart is to thee thine orir-in of evil. 



OF ANTICIPATIOX. 

Titotr Imst seen many sorrows, travel-sLiined pilgrim of the world, 

But (hat which hath vexed thee most, hatli been the looking for evi. ; 

And though calamities have crossed thee, and misery been heaped on Ihy 
head, 

Vet ills that never happened, have chiefly made thee wretched. 

The sting of pain and the edge of pleasure ore blunted by long expectation. 

For the gall and the balm alike are diluted in the waters of patience : 

And often thoti sippest sweetness, ere the cup is dashed from thy lip ; 

Or dMunest the gall of fear, while evil is passing by thy dwelhng. 

A man too careful of danger liveth in continual torment; 

But a cheerful expsoler of tlie best hath a fountain of joy wiiJiin him : 

Yea, though the breath of disappointment should chUl tlie sanguine heart, 

Speedily gloweth it again, wanned by Ihe lire embers of hope ; 

Though the black and heavy surge close above tlie head for a moment 

Yet the happy buoyancy of Confidence riscth superior to Despair. 

Verily, evils may be courted, may be wooed and won by distriist ; 

For the wise Physician of our weal loveth not an unbelieving spirit ; 

And to those giveth he good, who rely on his hand for good ; 

And those leavetb he lo evi^ who fear, but trust him not. 

Ask for good, and hope it ; for the ocean of good is fathomless ; 

Ask for good, and have it ; for thy Friend would see thee happy : 

But lo the timid heart, to the child of unbelief and dread. 

That leanoth on his own weak staff, and trusteth the eight of his eyes, 

The evil he feared shall come, for the soil ia ready for the seed ; 

And suspicion hath coldly put aside the hand that was ready to help him; 

Therefore look up, sad spirit, be strong, thou coward heart, 

Or fear will make thee wretched, though evil follow not behind : 

Cease to anticipate misfortune,— there are still many chances of escape ; 

But if it come, be courageous ; face it, and conquer thy calamity. 
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« PROVERBIAL PIIILOSOPirY. 

There is not an enemy so stout as to storm and lake the fortress of the 

Unless its infirmily turn traitor, and Fear onbar the gates. 
The valiant slandeth as a rock, and the billows breals upon him ; 
The limorous is a skiff unmoored, tost anJ mocked at by a ripple ; 
The valiant holdeth fast to good, till evil wrench it from him ; 
The timorous casteth it aside, to meet the worst half way ; 
Yet oftentimes is evil bat a braggart, that provoketh and will not light [ 
Or the feint of a subtle fencer, who raeasureth his thrust elscwliete : 
Or perchance a blessing in a masque, sent to try thy trust. 
The precious smiting of a friend, whose frowns are all in love : 
Often the storm threateneth, hut is driven to other climes, 
Aud the weaJt hath quailed m fear, while the Arm hath been glad m his 
confidence. 



OF HIDDEN USES. 

Th£ sea-wort (*) floatuig on the waves, or rolled up high along the shore, 
Ye counted useless and vile, heaping on it names of contempt : 
Vet hath it gloriously triumphed, and man been humbleJ in his ignorance, 
For health is in the freshness of its savour, and it cuinbereth the beach 

with wealth ; 
Comforting the tossings of pain with its violet-linctured essence, 
And by its humbler ashes enriching many proud. 
Be this then a lesson to thy soul, that fhou repkon nothing worthless, 
Because thou hoedest not its use, nor knowest the virtues thereof. 
And herein, as thou walkest by the sea, shall weeds he a type and an 

eatnest 
Of the stored and uncounted riches lying hid in all creatures of God r 
There he flowers making glad the desert, and roots fattening the soil. 
And jewels In tlie secret deep, scattered among groves of coral, 
And comforts to crown ail wishes, and aids unto every need. 
Influences yet unthought, and virtues, and many inventions, 
And uses above and around, which man hath not yet regarded. 
Not long to charm away disease, hath the crocus (*) yieMod up its bulb, 
Hot tlie willow lent its hark, nor the ni^tshade its vanijiiished poison; 
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OF HIDDEN USES. 17 

Not long hath the twisted leaf, the fragrant gift of China, 

Nor that mitritiouB root, the boon of far Peru, 

Nor the many-coloured dahlia, nor the gorgeous flaunting cactus. 

Nor the multitude of fruits and flowers, ministered to hfe and luxuiy; 

Even so, there be virtues yet unknown in the wasted foliage of the elm, 

In the sun-dried liarcbcU of the downs, and the hyacinth drinliing in ilio 

meadow. 
In the sycamore's winged fruit, and the &cet-cut cones of the cedar ; 
And Ihe pansy and bright geraninm live not alone for beauty. 
Nor the wasen flower of the arbute, though it dielh in a day. 
Nor the sculptured crest of the fir, onseen but by the slurs ; 
And the meanest weed of the garden sen-eth unto many uses. 
The salt tamariBlc, and jiiicv flatr, the freckled orchis, and the daisy. 
The world may laugti at famine when forest-trees yield bread. 
When acorns give out fragrant drink, (') and the sap of the linden is as 

fatness : 
For every green herb, from the lotus to the darnel, 
!s rich with delicate aids to help incurious man. 

Still, Mmd is up and eUrring, and piyelh in the comers of contrivance. 
Often from the dark recesses picking out bright seeds of truth : 
Knowledge hath clipped the lightning's wmgs, and mewed it up for a 

purpose. 
Training to some domestic task Ihe fiery bird of heaven ; 
Tamed is flie spirit of the storm, to slave in all peaceful arts. 
To walk with husbandry and science; to stand in the vanguard against 

And the chemist balanceth his element with more than magic skill. 
Commanding stones that they be bread, and draining sweetness out of 

wormwood. 
Vet man, heedless of a God, counteth up vain reckonings, 
Fearing to he jostled and starved out, by the too prolific increase of hia 

And asketh, in Tinbelleving dread, for how few years to come 
Will the black cellars of the world yield unto him fuel for his winter. 
Might not the wide-waste sea be pent within narrower bounds J 
Might not the arm of diligence make the tangled wilderness a garden ? 
And for aught thon canst toll, there may be a thousand methods 
Of comforting Ihy limbs in warmth, though thou kindle not a spark. 



Hosted by Google 



18 PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

Fear not, son of man, for thyself nor tliy aeed ; — with a multitude is plenty j 
God'a blessing giveth increase, and wiUi it larger than enough. 

Search out the wisdom of nature, there is depth in aU her doings ; 

Sheseemeth prodigal of power, yet her rules are the maxims of fragality; 

The plant refreaheth the air, and the earth filtereth tlie water, 

And dews are sucked into the cloud, dropping fatness on the world : 

She hath, on a mighty scale, the general use of all things ; 

Yet hath she specially for each its microscopic purpose : 

There is use in the pnaoned air, that swelleth the pods of tho laburnum ; 

Design in the vcnomeii thorns, that sentinel the leaves of the nettle ; 

A linal cause for the aromatic gum, tnat congealeth tho moss around a rose : 

A reason for each blade of grass, that reareth its small spire. 

How knoweth discontented man what a train of ills might follow, 

Tf the lowest menial of nature knew not her secret office 1 

If the thistle never sprang np, to mock the loose husbandry of indolence. 

Or the pestilence never swept away an unknown curse from among men ? 

Would ye crush the buzzing myriads that float on the breath of the evening ? 

Would ye trample the creatures of God that people the rotting fruit ? 

Would ye sufier no mildew forest to stain the unhealthy wall. 

Nor a noisome savour to exhale from the pool that breedefh disease 1 

Piun is useful unto man, for it teacheth him to guard his life, 

And the fetid vapours of the fen warn him to fly from danger ; 

And tlie meditative mind, looking on, winnetb good food for its himger, 

Seeing the wholesome root bring fortli a poisonous berry ; 

For otherwhile falleth it out that truth, driven to extremities, 

Yieldeth bitter folly as the spoilt fruit of wisdom. 

O, blhided is tiiine eye, if it see not just aptitude in all things ; 

O, frozen is thy heart, if it glow not with gratitude for all things : 

In the perfect circle of creation not an atom could be spared, 

From earth's magnetic zone to the bindweed round a hawtborn, 

Tlie sage, and the beetic at his feet, hath each a ministration to perform ; 
The brier and the palm have the wages of hfe, rendering secret service. 
Neither is it thus alone widi the definite existences of matter ; 
But motion and sound, circumstance and quality, yea, all things have tlieir 

The zepliyr playing with an aspen leaf,— the earthouake that rendeth « 
continent ; 
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The mooabeBTTi silvering a ruined arch,— the dosert wave dashing np a 

pyramid ; 
The thunder of jarring icebergs, — iJie stops of a shepherd's pipe ; 
The howl of the tiger Id the glen,— and the wood-dove calling to her raato ; 
The vulture's cruel rage,— ihe grace of the stately swan ; 
The liorcenesE looking from the l_vnx'5eye,andlhe dull stupor of the sloth. 
To these, and to all, is there added eacii its use, though man consideretli 

it lightly ; 
For Power hath ordained nothing which Economy saw not needful. 

A1i things being are essential to the vast ubiquity of God ; 

Neiljiei .s uiert olio u«ng ovennucn, nor Ireea trom nonourable eervltudo. 

Were there not a need-be of wisdom, nothing would be as it is ; 

For essence without necessity argueth a moral weakness. 

We loolt through a glass darkly, we catch but glimpses of truth ; 

But, doubtless, the sailing of a cloud hath Providence to its pilot. 

Doubtless, the root of an oak is (rnarled for a special purpose, 

The foreknown station of a rush is as fixed as the slatjon of a king. 

And chaff from the hand of a winnower, steered as the stars in their courses 

ibn liveth only in himself, but the Lord liveth in all tilings ; 

And his pervading unity qisickeneth the whole creation. 

Man doeth raie thing at once, nor can he think tvro thoughts together ; 

But God compasseth all things, mantling the globe like air : 

And we render homage to liis wisdom, seeing use in all Ills creatures. 

For, perliance, the universe \vo<M die, were not all tilings as tliey are. 



OF COMPENSATION. 

EquAi is the govermnent of heaven in allotting pleasures among men. 
And just the everlasting law, that hath wedded happiness to virtue : 
For verily on all things else broodeth disappointment with care. 
That childish man may be taught the Bhaliowness of earthly enjoyment. 
Wherefore, ye that liavc enough, envy ye the rich man his abundance ? 
Wherefore, daughters of aiHuenoe, covet ye the cottager's content? 
Take the good with tho evil, for ye al! are pensioners of God, 
And none may choose or refuse tlie cup hia wisdom mixoai. 
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'rhe poor mnn rejoiceOi at hia (oil, and his daily bread is swoet lo Mm : 
Content witli present good, he looketh not for evil to the future : 
The rich man languisheth wilh sloth, and iinileth pleasure in nothing, 
He lociteth np care wHh his gold, and feareth the ficlileness of fortuno 
Can a cup contain within itself the measure of a bucket 1 
Or the straitened appetites of man drink more than their fill of luxury t 
There is a limit to enjoyment, though the sources of wealth be boundlo^j 
.\nd the choicest pleasures of hfe lie within the ring of n- 



Also though penury and pain he real and bitter evils, 

i would reason with the poor aJilicted, for he is not so wretched as he 

seemeth. 
What right hath an olFnndm- '.o complain, t'-o.igi, other- eacsi^e pumshment, 
If the stripes of earned misfortune overiake him in his sin ? 
merefore not endure with resignation the evils thou canst not avert 7 
For the coward pain will flee, if thou meet him as a man : 
Consider, whatever be tliy fate, that it might and ought to have been worae, 
And that it lieth in thy hand to gather even blessings from afflictions : 
Bethink thee, wherefoi'e were they sent? and hath not use blunted theh' 

keeness ? 
Need hope, and patience, and courage, bo strangers to the meanest hovel! 
Thou art in an evil case,— it were cruel to deny to thee compassion, 
But there is not immitigatad ill in the sharpest of this world's sorrows : 
I touch not the sore of thy gidlt ; hut of human griefs I counsel thee, 
Castoffthe weakness of regret, and gird (hee to redeem thy loss. 
Thou hast gained, in the fTimace of alHiction, self-knowledge, patience.and 

humility. 
And these he as precious ore, tliat waitetii tlio skill of llie coiner : 
Despise not the I)lcsaiiig3 of adversity, nor tlip gam tliou hast earned so 

hardly, 
And now thou Iiast drained tlie bitter, take heed thai tlion lose not tba 



Power is seldom innocent, and envy is the yoke-fellow of eminence ; 

And the rust of the miser's riches \vastcth his sou! as a canker. 

Tlie poor man counteth not the cost at which such wealth hath been pr 

chased ; 
lie would be on the inonntiin's topivithoul Uie toil and travail of tl 
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But equity doranndoui recompense ; for.liigh-place, calumny aiid care ; 

Fm' slate, comfortless splendour eating out the heart of home ; 

For warrior fame, dangers and deatli ; for a name among tlie learned, a 

spirit overstrmned ; 
For honour of all kinds, the goad of ambition ; on every acquirement, the 

fax of anxiety. 
He that would change with another, must take the cup as it is mixed : 
Poverty, witli largeness of hoart ; or a full purse, with a sordid spirit : 
Wisdom, in an ailing body ; or a common mind with health ; 
Godliness, witb man's scorn ; or the welcome of tlie mighty, with guilt : 
Beauty, with a fickle heart ; or plainness of face, with affection. 
For so hath Providence determined, that a man shall not easily discovei 
Unminj ed good or evil, to quicken his envy or abhorrence. 
A bold man or a fool must he be, who would change liis lot with another ; 
It were a fearful bargain, and mercy hath lovingly refused it ; 
For we know the worst of oursalves, bnl the secrets of another we see not, 
And better is certain bad, than the doubt and dread of worse. 

Just, and strong, and opportune is the mora! rule of God ; 

Ripe in its limes, firm in its judgments, equal in the measure of its giHs , 

Vet men, scanning the surface, count the wiclied happy; 

Nor heed the compensating peace wliich gladdeneth the good in his afflicljoas. 

They see not the frightful dreams thai crowd a bad man's pillow. 

Like wreathed adders crawling round his midnight conscience; 

They hear not the terrible snggeslions, tliat knock at the portal of his will, 

Provoking to wipe away from life the one weak witness of the deed ; 

They know not the torturing suspicions that sting his pan^ng breast. 

When the clear eye of penetration quietly readeth ofFthe truth. 

Likewise of the good what know they ! the memories brining pleasure. 

Shrined in the heart of the benevolent, and glistening from his eye ; 

The calm self-justifying reoison tliat estabiisheMi Ihc upright in his purpose ; 

The warm and gusliiug bliss that floodeth all the thoughts of the reUgious. 

Many a beggar at the cross-way, or gray-haired sliepherd on the plain, 

Hath more of the end of all wealth, than hundreds who multiply the means. 

Moreover, a mora! compensation reachelh to tJia secrecy of thought ; 
For if thou wilt think evil of thy neighbour, soon shall thou have lum for tliy 
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And yot he may know nothing of tho caoae that mukelh tliee distasteful 

to liis sou!, — 
The cause of unkind suspicion, for which tbou hast tliy punishment; 
And if tliou tJiiiik of liiiii in cliarity, wisliiug or praying forhia weal. 
He shall not guess the secret charm that lureth his soul to love thee. 
For just is retributive ubiquity : Samson did sin with Dalilah, 
And his eyes and capOve strength were forfeit to tho Philisline : 
Jacoh robbed his brother, and sorrow was his portion to the grave ; 
David mast fly before his foes, yea, though his guilt is covered : 
And He, who seeming old m youth, (') was marred forotliers' sin, 
For every special crime must boar its special penalty : 
Bf luxury, or rashness, or vice, the member that hath erred suffereth, 
And therefore Ihe Sacrifice for all was pained at every pore. 

Alike to the slave and his oppressor comoth night with sweet refreshment. 
And half of the Hfe of the most wretched is gladdened by the soothinga of 

Pain addeth zest unto pleasure, and teacheth the luxury of health : 

There is a joy in sorrow, which none but a mourner can know ; 

Madness hath imaginary hliss, and most men have no more ; 

Age hath its quiet calm, and youlh enjoyeth not for haste ; 

Daily, in the midst of its heatitiide, the righteous soul is vexed ; 

And even the misery of gnDt doth attain to the bliss of pardon. 

Who, in the face of the bom-blind, ever looked on other than content ? 

And the deafearlisteneth within to the silent musicof the heart 

There is evil poured upon the earth from the overfloivings of corruption, — 

Sickness, and poverty, and pain, and gmlt, and madness, and sorrow j 

But, as the water from a founldn riselh and sinketh to its level, 

Ceaselessly toileth justice to equalize the lola of men : 

For, habit, and hope, and ignorance, and the being but one of a multitude 

And strength of reason m the sago, and dulness of feeling in the fool. 

And the liglit elasticity of conrago, and the calm resignation of meekness 

And the stout endurance of decision, and the weak carelessness of apathy 

And helps invisible but real, and raiiusterings not unfelt. 

Angelic aid with worldly discomfiture, hodily loss witli the soul's gain. 

Secret griefs, and silent joys, thorns in tlie ileEh,ftnd cordials for the spHt, 

( — Short of the insuperable barrier dividing innocence from guill,— ) 

Go far to level all things, hy the gracious rule of Componsi^on, 
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OF INDIRECT INFLUENCES. 

Pace Ihy foe in the field, and perchance thuu wilt meet thy mafiier. 

For the sword is chained to his wrist, and his armour buckled for the battle; 

Kut find him when he looketh not for ihee, aim between the joints of his 

liamcas, 
And the crest of his pride will be bumbled, his eraeltj will bite the dufit, 
JScard not a lion in his den, hut fashion the secret pitfall, 
Mo shall Ihou conquer the strong, tliysolf triumphing in weakness. 
The hurricane rageth fiercely, and the promontory standeth m its might, 
Breasting the artillery of heaven, ss darts glance from the crocodile ; 
Kut the small continual creeping of the silent footsteps of the sea 
Mineth the wall of adamaDt, and slealtliily compassoth its ruin. 
Tlie weakness of accident is strong, where the strength of design is weak: 
And a casual analogy coniincoth, when a mind beareth not argumeuL 
Will not a man listen ? be silnnt ; and prove tliy maxim by esnmplo ; 
Never fear, thou loscst not tliy hold, though thy mouth doth not render a 

Contend not in wisdom with a fool, for thy sense makctb much of liis conceit ; 
And some errors never would have thriven, had it not be^n for learned 

refutation ; 
Yoa, much evil hath been caused by an honest wrestler for truth. 
And much of raiconscious good, by the man thai hated wiadom : 
For the intellect judgeth closely, and if thou oi'crrfcp thy argtiment. 
Or seem not consistent with thyself, or M in t!)y direct p:n'pose. 
The laind that went along with thee, shall stop and rotiim without thee, 
And tliou shalt have raised a foe, where thou mightost Iiavc won a friend. 

Hints, shrewdly strown, mightily disturb the spirit. 

Where a baro&ced accusadon would be tbo ridiculous for calumny: 

The sly suaigestion toucheth nerves, and ner^'es contract tlie fronds, 

And the sensitive nuniosa of afTection trembleth to its root ; 

And friendships, the growth of half a centurj', tlirae oaks that hiugh i. 

Have been cankered in a night hy a worm, even a= the prophet's gourd. 
Hast thou loved, and not l<niiwn jealousy ? for a sidt-long look 
Can please or pain lliy licurt more than tho multitude of jiroofs: 
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Haat thon hated, nnd not leameii that tny silent scorn 

Doth deeper aggravate tliy foe than loiid-ciirsing malice ? — 

A wise wise man prevaileth in power, for he screeneth his battering' en^e^ 

But a fool tiltefh headlong, and his adversary is aware. 

Behold those broken arches, that oriel all nnglazed, 

That crippled Ime of columns bleaching in the sun, 

The delicate shaft stricken midway, and the flying buttress 

Idly atietching forth to hold np tuRed ivy ; 

Thinkest thou the thousand eyes that sliine with rapture on a ruin, 

Would have looked with half their wraider on the perfect pile ^ 

And wherefore not — but that light hints, suggesting unseen beauties. 

Fill the complacent gazer with self-grown conceits ? 

And so, the rapid sketch winneth more praise to the painter, 

Than the consummate work elaborated on liis easel : 

And so, the Helvetic lion cavemed in the living rock 

Ilath more of majesty and force, tlian if upon a marble pedestal. 

Tell me, daughter of taste, what hath charmed thine ear in music ? 

Is it the laboured theme, the curious fugue or cento, — 

Nor rather the sparkles of intelligence flashing from some strange note 

Or the soft melody of sounds fiir sweeter for simplicity ? 

Tell me, thou son of science, what hath filled thy muid in reading ? 

Ie it the volume of detail where all is orderly set doivn. 

And they that read may run, nor need to stop and think ; 

The book carefully accurate, that counteth thee no better than a fool, 

Goring the passive mind with annotated notes ; — 

Nor rather the half-suggested thoughts, the riddles thou mayest solve, 

The fair ideas, coyly peeping like yomig loves out of roses. 

The quaint arabesque conceptions, half cherub and half flower. 

The light analogy, or deep allusion, trusted to thy learning, 

The confidence implied in thy skill to unravel moaning mysteries 7 

For ideas are oftOmes shy of the close furniture of words, 

And thought, wherein only is power, may be best conveyed by a suggestion! 

The Hash that lighteth np a valley, amid the dark midnight of a storm, 

Coinetti tlie mind with that scene sharper than fifty summers. 

A worldly man boaaleth in his pride that there is no power hut of money ; 
And he judgeth the characters of men by tlie differing measures of tlieii 
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He Bfealeth all goodly nnmes, as wortli, and value, and substance, 
WMch be the ancient heritage of Virtue, but such an one ascribeth unto 

Wealth: 
He spumeth the needy sage, whoso wisdom hath enriched nations. 
And the sons of poverty and learning, without whom earth were a desert : 
Mnsic, the soolher of cares, the tuner of the dank (iiscordant hsart-^Hngs, 
It is nought unto such an one but sounds, whereby some earn their Kving; 
The poem, and the picture, and tlie statue, to iiim seem idle baubles, 
Which wealth condescendeth to favour, to gain iiim the name of patron. 
But little wotteth he the might of the means his folly despiseth ; 
Jle consideieth not uiit these be the wires which move tlie puppets of the 

A sentence hath formed a character, (J) and a character subdued & 

A picture hath ruined souls, or raised them (o commerce with the skies : 

The pen hath shaken nations, and siablished the world m peace ; 

And the whole full horn of plenty been filled from tlie vial of science. 

He regardejh man as sensual, the monarch of created matter. 

And careth not aught for mind, that hnketh him with splrtls unseen : 

He feedeth his carcass and is glad, though his soul be ffdat and famished. 

And the dnll brute power of the body bindeth him a captive to himself, 

Man liveth from lioiir to hour, and knoweth not what may happen ; 

Influences circle him on ail sides, asid yet must he ansv/er for his actiors, 

For the being that is master of himself, hendeth events to his will. 

But a slave to selfish passion is the wavering creature of circumstance. 

To this man temptation is a poison, to that man it a^deth vigour ; 

And each may render to himself influences good or evil. 

As thou directest the power, harm or ad'.'antage will follow; 

And the torrent that swept the vaUoy, may be led to turn a mill ; 

The wild electric flash, that could have kindled comets, 

May by the ductile wire give ease to an ailing child. 

For outvvard matter or event, fashion not the character within. 

But each man, yielding or resisting, fashloneth his mind for himself. 

Some have said, Wliat is in a name 7 — most potent plastic influence ; 
A name is a word of character, and repetition stablislieth the fact ; 
A word of rebuke, or of honour, tending to obscurity or fame ; 
And greatest is the power of a name, v/hen its power is least suspected. 
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A low name is a thorn in the side, that hiuderelh the footmaii in Iiis run 

But a name of ancestral renown shall often put tlie racer to his speed. 
Few men have grown imto greatness whose nmiea arc allied to ridicule, 
And many would never have been profligate, but for the splendour of a 

A wfee man scometh nothing, hie It never so smdl or homely, 

For he knoweth not the secret laws tliat may bind it to great effects. 

The world in its hoyhood was credulous, and dreaded the vengcauce of 

the stars, 
The world in its dotage is not wiser, fearing not the influence of small 

things; 
Planets govern not the soul, nor guide the destinies of man, 
But trifles, lighter than straws, are levers in the building up of character. 
A man hath the tiller in his hand, and may sfeer against the current. 
Or may ghde down idly with the stream, till his vessel founder in the whirl- 

pooi. 



OF MEiMORY. 

Wheeb art thoa, storehouse of the mind, garner of facts and fancies, — 

In what strange firmament are laid the heoms of thine airy chambers 1 

Or art thou that small cavern, (') the centre of the rolUng- brain. 

Where still one sandy morsel testiiieth man's original ? 

Or hast thou some grand globe, some ccmmon hall of intellect. 

Borne spacious market-place for thought, where ell do hring their wares. 

And gladly rescued from the littleness, the narrow closet of a self, 

rhe privileged soul hath large accesSf^ioming in the livery of learning 7 

live we as isolated wor-ids, perfect in substance and spirit. 

Each a sphere, with a special mind, prisoned in its shell of matter? 

Or rather, as converging radiations, parts of one majestic whole. 

Beams of the Sun, streams from the River, branches of the mighty Tree, 

Some hearing fruit, some hearing leaves, and some diseased and barren, — 

Some for the feast, some for the floor, and some — how many — for the firel 

Memory may be but n power of coming to the treasury of Fact, 
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A momentary self-desertion, an absence in spirit from the now, 

An acttud coursing hitlior and thither, by the mind, slipped from its leash, 

A Efe, as in tlie mystery of dreams, =pciit wilJiia tlie liiiiita of a moment. 

A brutish man Imoweth not this, neither can a fool comprehend it, 
But there be secrets of the memory, deep, wondrous, and fearful. 
Were I al Petni, could I not declare. My 30ul hath been here before me 7 
Am I strange to llie columned halls, the calm dead grandeur of Palmyra t 
Know I not thy mount, O Carmel 1 Have I not voyaged on the Danube J 
Nor seen tlie glare of Arctic snows, — nor tlie black tents of the Tartar ? 
Is it then a dream, (hat I remember the faces of them. of old. 
While wandering in the grove with Plato, and listening to Zeno in the 

Paul have I seen, and Pythagoras, and the Slagj'rite hath spoken rae 

friendly, 
And His meek eye looked also upon me, standing with Peter In the palace. 
Athens and Rome, Persepolis and Sparta, urn I not a tVeeman of you all T 
And chiefly can my yearning heart forget thee, O Jerusalem 1 
For the strong magic of conception, mingled with the fumes of memory, 
Giveth me a life in all past time, yea, and addetit substance to the future. 
Be ye my judges, imaginative minds, fuil-tledged to soar into the sun. 
Whose grosser natural tJioughts the chemistry of wisdom hath sublimed. 
Have ye not confessed to a feeUng, a consciousness, strange and vague. 
That ye have gone this way before, and walk again yout daily hfe. 
Tracking an old routine, and on some foreign strand, 
Where bodily ye have never stood, finding your own footsteps ? 
Hath not at times some recent friend looked out an old familiar. 
Some newest circumstance or place teemed as with ancient memories t 
A startling sudden flash lighteth up all for an instant. 
And then it is quenclted, as in darkness, and leaveth tlie cold spirit tremb- 
ling. 

Memory is nof, wisdom ;■ idiots can rote volumes : 

Yet, what is wisdom without memory? a babe that is strangled In its birth; 
The path of the swallow in tlie air ; the path of the dolphin in llie waters j 
A cask running out ; a bottomless chasm : such is wisdom withoid 

memory. 
There be many wise, wlio cannot store their Iniowletlge ; 
Vet from themselves are tliey satisfied, for tlie fountain Is within" 
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TliCTo be maiiv who slore, but have no wisdom of llicir own. 
Lumbering their armory wilh weapons tJieir muscles cannot hit : 
There be many thieves and robbers, who glean and store unlawfnlly. 
Calling in to memory's help some cunningly devised Cabala : 
But to feed the mind with fatness, to fill thy granary with corn, 
Nor clog with chaff and straw the threshing-floor of reason, 
R«ap the ideas, and hoose Ihem well ; but leave the words high stubblo. 
Strive to store up what was thought, despising what was said. 
For the mind is a spirit, and drinketh in ideas, as flame melteth into flame , 
But for words, it must pack them as on floors, cumbrous and perishable 
merchandise. 

To be pained for a minute, to fear for an hour, to hope for a week — how 

long and weary ! 
But to remember fourscore years, is to look back upon a day. 
An avenue seemeth to lengthen in the eyes of the wayfaring man, 
But let him turn, those slalioned elms crowd up within a yard ; 
Pace the lamp-ht slreots of some sleeping city. 
The multitude of cressets shall seem one, in the false picture of per- 

spcotive ; 
Even so, in sweet treachery, doaleth the aged witli himself. 
He gazeth on the green iiUl-tops, while the marshes beneath are hidden ; 
And the partial telescope of memory piercoth the blank between, 
To look with lingering love at the ftur star of cliildhood. 
Life is as the current spark on the miner's wheel of flints : 
Whiles it spinneth there is light ; stop it, ali is darkness : 
Ijfe is as a morsel of frankincense bummg in the hall of Eternity ; 
It is gone, but its odorous cloud curleth to the lofty roof 1 
Ijfe is as a lump of salt, melting in the tcmple-laver ; 
It is gone, — yet its savour reachoth to the farthest atom ; 
Even BO, for evil or for good, is life the criterion of a man, 
For its memories of sanctity or sin pervade all the firmament of being. 
There ia but tlie flitting moment wherein to hope or to enjoy, 
But in the calendar of memory, that moment is all time. 
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THE DREAM OF AMBITION. 

I LEFT the happy fields tliat smile around thu village of Content, 

And sought with wayward feet the torrid desert of Ambition. 

Long time, parched ajid weary, I travelled tliat burning sand. 

And tlie hooded basilisk and adder were strewed in my way for palms ; 

Black. scorpions thronged me round, witli sharp uplifted stings. 

Seeming to mock me os I ran ; (then I guessed it was a dreamj— 

But life is oft so like a dream, we know not where we are.) 

So I toiled on, doubling in myself, up a steep gravel cliff, 

Whose yellow summit shot up far into the brazen sky ; 

And quickly, I was wafted (o the top, as upon unseen wings 

Carrying me upward like a leaf: (then I thought it was a dream,— 

Yet life is oft so Uke a dream, we know not where we are.) 

So 1 stood on the mountain, and behold ! before me a giant pyramid. 

And I clomh with eager haste its high and difficult steps; 

For, I longed, like another Belus, to mount up, yea to heaven. 

Nor sought I rest until my feet had spumed the crest of earth. 

Then I eat on my granite throne under the burning sun. 

And the world lay smiling beneath me, but I was wrapt hi flames ; 

(And I hoped in glimmering consciousness, that all this torture was 

dream, — 
Yet life is oft so like a dream, we know not where we are.) 
And anon, as I sat scorching, the pyramid shuddered to its root. 
And I felt the quarried mass leap from its sand foundations : 
Awhile it tottered and lilted, as raised by mvisible levers, — 
(And now my reakin spake with me ; I Itnew it was a dream ; 
Yet I iiushed that whisper into silence, for I hoped to leam of msdom, 
By tracking up my truant thoughts, whereunlo they might lead.) 
And suddenly, as rolling upon wheels, adown the chff it rushed. 
And I thought, in my hot brain, of the Muscovites' icy slope ; 
A Uiousand yards m a moment we ploughed tlie sandy seas. 
And cruslied those happy fields, and that smiling village. 
And onward, as a living thing, still rushed my mighty throne, 
Thunitering along, and pounding, as it went, tlie millions in my way: 
Belore rae all was life, and joy, and fiill-blo-.vn summer. 
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Behind me death and woe, the desert and simoom. 

Then I wept and ehrioked aloud, for pity and for fear ; 

But might not stop, for, comet-like, flew on the maddened masa 

Over the craahing cities, and falUng obelisks and towers. 

And columns, razed as Liy a scythe, and high doomes, sljivered as an egaf- 

shell. 
And deep embattled ranks, and women, crowded in the streets. 
And children, kneeling as for mercy, and all I had ever loved. 
Yea, over all, mine awful throne mshed on with seeming uistincl, 
And over the crackling forests, and over the ragged beach. 
And on with a terrible hiss tliroitgh the foaming wild Atlantic 
That roared around me as I sat, but couid not quench my spirit, — 
Stili on, through startled sohtudes we shattered ilie pavement of the seo, 
Down, down, to that central vault, the bolted doors of hel! ; 
And these, with horrid shock, my huge throne battered in, 
And on to the deepest deep, where the fierce flames were hottest, 
Blarfng tenfold as coniiuoring furiously the seas that rushed in with me,— 
And there I stopped ; and a fearful voice shouted in mine ear, 
" Behold the home of Discontent ; bshold tha rest of Ambition !" 



OF SUBJECTION. 

Law hath do'minion over all things, over umVersal mind and matter ; 
For tliere are reciprocities of right, which no creature can gainsay. 
Unto each there was added by its Maker, in tlie perfect chain of being. 
Dependencies and sustentations, accidents, and qualities, and powers ; 
And each must fly forward in the curve, unto wliich it was forced from (Jw 

beginning ; 
Each must attract and repel, or the monarchy of Onier is no more. 
Laws are essential emanations from the self-poised character of God 
And they radiate from that sun, to the circling edges of creation. 
Verily, the mighty Lawgiver hath .subjected Himself unto laws, 
And God is the primal grand example of free unatrtdned obedience : 
IBs perfeilioi. is limited by right, and cannot trespass into wrong, 
Becaose He hatJi established Himself as the fountain of only good. 
And in thus mtich is bownded, that the eril hath he left unto another, 
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And flmt dark other Iiath usurped the evil which OmDi.-'fltence laid iown. 
Unto God there exist impossibilities ; for the True Onu cannot lie, 
Nor the Wise One wander from the track which he hath determinjd for 

himself : 
For his will was purposed from elemity, strong in the love of order ; 
And that will altereth not, as the law of the Modes and Persians. 
God is the ori0n of order, and the first exemplar of his precept ; 
For there is suboAjnaUon of his Essence, self-guided unto holmoss ; 
And there is suhordination of his Persons, in due procession of dignity ; 
For the Son, as a son, is subject ; and to him doth the Spirit minister ; 
But these things he mj'steries to man, he cannot reach nor futhom them, 
And ever must he speak in paradox, when lahouring to expound his God ; 
For, behold, God is Alone, mighty in unshackled freedom ; 
And with those wondrous Persons abideth eternal equality. 

So thon, start ye from Hie fountain and follow the river of existence. 
For its current is bounded througlioat by the banks of just subordination : 
Thrones, and dominions, and powers. Archangels, Cherubim and Soraphim, 
Angels, and flaming mmisE^rs, and breathing chariots and harps. 
For there are degrees in heiven, and varied capabilities of bliss. 
And steps in the kdder of intelligence, and ranks m approaches to Per- 
fection; 
Douhlless, reverence is given, as their due, to the masters in wisdom ; 
Doubtless, there are who serve ; or a tlirone would have small glory. 
Regard now the universe of matter, the substance of visible creation. 
Which of old, with well-observing truth, the Greek liath sumamed 

Order ; (') 
Where is there an atom out of pkce ? or a particle that yieldeth not obe- 
dience 1 
\Vhere is there a fragment that is free ? or one tiling the equal of another? 
The chain is unbroken down to man, and beyond him tlie hnks are perfect : 
But he standeth solitary sin, a mari-el of permitted chajs. 

And shall this seeming error in the scale of due subordination 

l!e a spot of desert unreclaimed, in the midst of tlie vineyard of Hie Lord I 

Sliall his presumptuous pride snap the safe tether of connexion. 

And liis blind selfish folly lefuse the burden of maintenance? 

O man, thou art a creature ; boast not thyself above the law : 

Think not of %sclf as free : tliou art bound in the traramsls of dependence 
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What is tlie sum of thy duty, but obedience to righteous role. 

To tlie great commanding oracle, uttered by delegated organa 1 

ITiou caii3t not render homage to abstract Omnipresent power, 

Save thraugh the concrete symbol of visible ordained authority. 

Those who obey not man are oitenest found rebels agninest God; 

And seldom is the delegate bo bold, as to order what he knoweth to b« 

wrong. 
Yet mark me, proud gainsayer! I say not, obey unto sin ; 
But, wliere the Principal is silent, take heed that thou despise not tha 

Doputy : 
And be that loveth order will bless thee for thy faith, 
If thou recognize his sanction in the powers that fashion human laws. 
Thou, the vicegerent of the Lord, his high anointed image, 
Toward whom a good man's loyalty floweth from the hearts of his religion, 
Thou, whose deep responsibilities are fathomed by a natJon's prayers, 
Whom wise men fear for while they live, and envy thee nothing but thy 

virtues. 
From thy dizzy pmnade of greatness, remember thou also art a subject. 
And the threne of Ihine earthly glory is itself but the footstool of thy God. 
The hmnage thy kingdoms yield thee, regard thou as yielded unto Him ; 
And while girt vrith all the majesty of slate, consider thee the Lord's chief 

servant; 
So shalt thou prosper, and be strong, grafted on the strength of another ; 
So shall thy vii^n heart be happy, in being humble. 
And thou shalt flourish as an oak, tlie monarch of thine island forests. 
Whose deep-dug roots are twUled around the stout ribs of the globe. 
That mocketh at tlie fury of the storm, and rejoiceth in summer sunshine. 
Glad in tno smiles of heaven, and great in the stability of earth. 

A ruler hath not power for himself, neither is his pomp for his pride ; 
But beneath the ennine of his office should he wear the rough hair-cloth 

of humihty. 
Nevertheless, every way obey him, so ihou break not a higher command- 

For Nero was an evil lung, yet Paul prcscribeth subjection. 

If the rulers of a nation be holy, tlie Lord hath blessed that nation ; 

If tJiey be lewd and impious, chastisement hath como upon that people ; 

For Uie bitterest scourge of a land is ungodliness in them that govern it. 

And the Kuilt of the sons of Joslah drove Israel weeping into Babylon. 
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Yel be llion resolute agfunst them, if tlicy clmiige tiie mandates of thy God, 
If they touch the ark of lu3 covenanlj wherein all his mercies are en- 

ehrined : 
Be roBolute, but not rebeffious ; lest tbon be of the company of Korah : 
Set thy face against them as a flint : but be not numbered with Abiram. 
Daniel nobly disobeyed ; but not from a spirit of sedition ; 
And Azarias sbouted from the furnace, — I will not bow down, O Kwo, 
If truth must be sacrificed to unity, thon fliithfulness were folly; 
If man must be obeyed before God, the martyrs hare bled in vain : 
Yet none of that blessed army reviled the rulers of the land ; 
They were loud and bold against the ein, bat bent before the ensign oi 

authority. 
Honesty, scorning compromise, walketh most suitably with Reverence ; 
Otherwise righteous daring may show but as obstinate rebellion ; 
'iTierefore, suffer not tiiy censure to !ack tlie savour of courtesy. 
And remember thu mortal sinneth, but the slaff of his power is from Gos 

Blan, thou hast a social spirit, and art deeply indebted to thy kind : 
Therefure claim not all thy tights ; but yield, for thine own advantage. 
Society is a chain of obligations, and its links must support each other : 
Tlie branch cannot but wither, that is cut from the parent vine. 
Wouldst thou be a dweller in the woods, and cast away the cords tliat bind 

Seeking, in tliy bitterness or pride, to be exiled from tliy fellows ! 
Behnld, the beasts shall liunt thee, weak, naked, houseless outcast ; 
Disease and Death shall track thee out, as bloodhounds, in the wilder- 
Better to be vilest of the vile, in llie hated company of men, 
Than to live a sohtnry wretch, dreading and wanting all things ; 
Better to be chained lo thy labour, in the dusky thoroughfiires of life, 
Than to reign monarch of Sloth, in lonesome savage freedom. 

Whence then cometh the doctrme that all should he equal and free ? 

It is the he that crowded hell, when Seraphs flung away subjection. 
No man is his neighbour's equal, for no two minds are similar, 
And accidontfl, alike with qualities, have every shade hut sameness : 
The lightest atom of difiference shall destroy the nice balance of equality, 
Airf (dl things, from without and from within, make one man to difibr (him 



Hosted by Google 



S4 PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

We are equal and free '. was the watchword that spirited the lemons of 

Satan, 
We are equal and free I is iJie double lie tliat entmppetli to him conscripts 

from earth ; 
The messengers of tiiat dark despot will pander to tliy license and thy 

And draw thee from the crowd where thou art safe, to seize thee in the 

solitary desert. 
Woe unto him whose heart the syren song of Liberty liath charmed ; 
Woe unto him whose mind is bewitched by her treacherous beauty ; 
In mad zeai flingeth he away the fetters of duty and restraint, 
And yieldeth up the holocaust of self to that fkir idol of tlie daianed. 
No rnan hath freedom m aught save in that from which fho wicked would 

bo hindered, 
He is free toward God and good ; but to all else a bondman. 

Tliou art in a middle sphere, to render and receive honour. 

If thy king commandetli, obey ; and stand not in the way with rebels j 

But if need be, lay thy hand upon thy sword, and ftar not to smite a 

For the universe acquitteth thee with honour, fighting in defence of thy 
king. 

If a thief break thy dwelling, and thou take him, it were sin in thee to let 
him go; 

Yea, though he pleadeth to thy mercy, thoni canst not spare hrai and he 
blameless ; 

For his guilt is not only against thee, it is not thy moneys or thy mer- 
chandise. 

But he hath done damage to the law, which duty constnuneth thee to 

Feast not thine appetite of vengeance, remembering thou also art a man. 

But weep for the sad compulsion, in which the chain of Providence hatli 
bound thee : 

Mercy is not tliine to give ; wilt thou steal another's privilege ? 

Or send abroad among thy neighbours, a felon whom impunity hath har- 
dened 1 

Remember the Roman father, strong in hia stem integrity. 

And let not thy slothful self-indulgence make thee a conniver at the crinw. 

Also, if the knife of tiie n>urderer he raised against thee or thine. 
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And tlirougli good ProvidenCd ajid courage, thou sky him that would have 

slain thee, 
Thoa losest not a litlle of thy rectitude, having executed sudden jastice ; 
Stjll mayst thou walk among the hleseed, tliongh thy hands be red with 

For thyself, thou art neither worse nor better ; but thy fellows should 

count tJiee Iheir creditor : 
Thou hast manfully protected the right, and the right ia stronger for thy 

Also, in the rescuing of innocence, fear not to smile the ravisher ; 
What though he die at thy hand ? for a good name is better than the life ; 
And if Pliineas had everlasting praise in the matter of Salu's son, 
With how much greater honour standeth such a rescuer acquitted 1 
Uphold tlie laws of thy country, and fear not to fight in their defence ; 
But first be convinced in thy mind : for herein the doubter sinnetb. 
Above all things look thon well around, if indeed stern duty forceth thee 
To draw the sword of justice, and stain it with the slaughter of thy fellows. 

She that heth in thy bosom, the tender wife of thv atTcclIons, 

Must obey thee, and be subject, that evil drop not on thy dwelling. 

Tlie child that is used to constraint, feareth not more than he loveth ; 

But give thy son his way, he will hate thee and scorn thee together. 

The master of a well-ordered home, knoweth to he kind to his servants ; 

Yet he exscteth reverence, and each one foareth at his post. 

There is nothing on earth so lowly, but duty giveth it importance ; 

No station so degrading, but it is ennobled by obf'd ence t 

Yea, break stones upon the highway, ackno viedging the Lord in thy lot, 

Happy sbalt thou be, and honouralle more (Ian many children of the 

niighty. 
Thou that despisest the outward form beware tl u lose not the inward 

For they are as words unto ideas, as eymb<ils to things unseen. 

Keep then the form that is ^ood ; retain, and do reverence to example ; 

And in all things observe subordination, for that is the whole duty of man. 

A horse knoweth his rider, be he confident or timid, 
And the fierce spirit of Bucephalus stoopeth unto none but Aloxander; 
The tjgress roused in the jungle hy the prying spaniels of the fowler, 
Wm quail at tho eye of man, so he assort Mb dignity ; 
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Nay, the very ships, those giant swana hreasting the mighty waters, 

Roll in the Irougli, or break the wave, to the pilot's fear or courage : 

How much more shall man, discerning the Fountain of authority, 

Bow to superior cmnmands, and make his own obeyed. 

And yet, in travelling the world, hast thou not often known 

A gallant host led on to niin by a feeble Xerxes ? 

Hast thou not olten seen the wanton luxury of indolence 

Su'ljing with its sleepy mist the tarnished crown of headship ? 

Alas ! for a thousand fathers, whose indulgent sloth 

Halh emptied the vial of confusion over a thousand homes : 

Alas ! for the palaces and hovels, that miglit have been nurseries for heaven. 

By hot intestine broils blighted into schools for heli : 

None knoweth his pkce, yet all refuse to serve. 

None wearetb the crown, yet rU usurp the sceptre : 

And perhance some fiercer spirit, of natural nobility of mind, 

That needed but the kindness of constraint to have gro^vn up groat and good, 

.^ow, — the rich harvest of his heart choked liy unweedsd tares,— 

All bold to dare and do, unchecked by wholesotoe fear, 

A scoffer about bigotry and priestcraft, a rebel against government and God, 

And standard-bearer of the turbulent, leading on the sons of Belial ; 

Sucli an one is king of that small state, head tyrant of the tliirtv, 

Brandisliing the torch of discord in his village-home : 

And the timid Eli of the house, yon humble parish-priest, 

Liveth in shame and sorrow, fearmg his own handy-work ; 

The mother, heart-stricken years agoee, hath dropped into an early grave , 

The silent sisters long to leave a home they cannot love ; 

The brothers, casUng off restramt, follow their wayward wills ; 

And the chance guest, early departing, blesselh his kind stars. 

That on his humbler home hath brooded no domestic curse. 

Yet is that curse tJie fruit ; wouldest thou the root of the evil ? 

A kindness — most unkind, that hath always spared the rod; 

A weak and numbing mdecision in the mind that should be master ; 

A fooUsh love, pregnant of hate, that never frowned on sin ; 

A moral cowardice of heart, that never dared command. 

A kingdom is a nest of families, and a fainiJy a small kingdom ; 
And the government of whole or part differeth hi nothing but extent. 
The house, where the master ruleth, is strong in united subjection. 
And the only commandment iviti) promise, being honoured, is a blesang to 
tliat house ; 
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But and if he yieldctli up the reins, it is weak in discordant anarchy, 

And the bonds of lovo auil union melt away, as ropes of sanil. 

The realm, that is ruled with vigour, lacketh neither peace nor glory, 

It dreadcth not foes from without, nor the sons of riot from witliin : 

But the meanness of femporiiing fear robbeth a kingdom of its honour, 

And the weakness of indulgent sloth ravageth its bowels with discord. 

The best of human goveramenta is the patriarchal rule ; 

The authorized supremacy of one, the prescriptive subjection of many : 

Tlierefore, the children of tlie East have thriven from age to age. 

Obeying, even as a god, flie royal father of Cathay ; 

Therefore, to this our day, the Rechabite wunteth not a man, (") 

Bnt they stand before the Lord, forsaking not the mandate of their sire. 

Therefore shall Magog among tlie nations arise from his northern lair, 

And rend, in the fury of his power, tlie insurgent world beneath hun : 

For the Ihnnderbolt of concentrated strength can ba hurled by the will of ono, 

Wliile the dis^pated forces of many are liarmless aa summer lightning. 



OF REST. (»} 

Is tbe silent watches of tiio night, calm night that brocilelU tlioughts, ( *) 

When the task-weary mind disportoth in the careless play-hours of sleep, 

1 dreamed; end behold, a valley, green and sunny and well watered. 

And thousands moving across it, thousands and tens of thousands ; 

And tfiough many seemed faint and toil-worn, and stumbled often, and fell. 

Yet moved they on unresting, as the ever-flowing cataract. 

Then I noted adders in (he grass, and pilfalla under tlie flowers. 

And chasms yawned among the hills, and the ground was cracked and 

slippery ; 
But Hope and her brother Fear suffered not a foot to linger ; 
Bright phantoms of false joys beckoned alluringly forward, 
While yelling grisly shapes of dread came hunting on behind : 
And ceaselessly, like Lapland swarms, that miserable crowd sped along 
To the mist-involved banks of a darii end soUen river. 
There saw I, midway in the water, slauding a 0ant fisher. 
And he held many lines in his hand, and they called him Iron Destiny. 
So I tracked those subtle chains, an.'l each held one among the multitude- 



Hosted by Google 



39 rROVERBIAL nilLOSOPHy. 

Then I nnderelnod ivhat hindercJ, that tbcy rented not in iJieir path ; 
For the fisher had sport in his fishing-, and tlrow in liis lines continnaliy. 
And the new-bom babe, and tlie aged man, were dragged into that dark 

And he pulled all those myriads along, and none might rest by the way, 
Till many, for ahcer vvearinsss, were eager to plunge into tluj drowning 



So I Imew that valley was Life, and it sloped to the waWrs of DeatJt. 
But far on tlie thilJsor side spread out a calm and silent shore, 
Where all was tranquil as a sleep, and the crowded strand was quiet : 
And I saw there many I had known, but their eyes glared chillingly upon me, 
Aa set in deepest slumber ; and they pressed their fingers to their lips. 
Then I knew that sliore was the dwelling of Rest, where spirits held their 

Sabbath, 
And it seemed they would have told me much, but they might not break 

that silence ; 
Foe the law of their being was mystery ; they glided on, hushing aa they 

Vet further, under the sun, at the roots of purple movratains, 

I noted a blaze of glory, aa the night-flrcs on northern skies ; 

And I heard the hum of joy, as it were a sea of melody ; 

And far as the eye could reach, were milUons of happy creatures 

Basking in the golden light ; and I knew tJiat land was Heaven. 

Then the hill whereon I stood split asunder, and a crater yawned at my fee^ 

Black, and deep, and dreadful, fenced round with ragged rocks ; 

Dimly was the darltness lit up by spires of distant flame : 

And I saw below a moving mass of life, like reptiles bred in corruption, 

Where all was terrible unrest, shrieks and groans and tliunder. 

So I woke, and I thought upon my dream : for it seemed of wisdom's 

ministration. 
What man is he that findeth rest, though he hunt for it year after year 7 
As a child he had not yet been wearied, and cared not then to court it ; 
As a youth he loved not to be quiet, for excitement spurred bun into strife ; 
As a man be tracketh rest in vain, toiling painfully to catch it, 
But still is he pulled from the pursuit, by the strong compulsion of l.is fate. 
So he hopeth to have peace in old age, as be cannot rest in manhood, 
But troubles tliickcn wiili his years, till Death hath dogged liim to tlie gravo. 
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TTiCTe remainetli a rest for the spirit on the shadowy side of life ; 

But unto this world's pilgrim no rest for the sole of his fuot. 

Ever, from stage to stage, lie travelleth wearily forward, 

And though he pluck flowers by tlie way, he may not sleep among the 

flowers. 
Mind is the perpetual motion ; for it is a running stream 
Prom an unfadiomable source, the depth of the divine Intelligence : 
And fliough it be stopped in its flowiiuj;, yet hath it a current wltliin. 
The surface may deep unruffled, but underneath are whirlpools of coii- 

Seekest thou rest, O mortal ? — seek it no more on earth, 

For destiny will not cease from dragging tJiee through the rough wilderness 

of hfe; 
Seekest thou rest, immortal ! — hope ncrt to find it in Heaven, 
For sloth yicldeth not hapjaness ; the bliss of a spirit is action. 
Rest dwelleth only on an island in the midst of the ocean of existence, 
Where the world-weary soul for a while may fold its tired wings, 
Ihitil, after short sufficient slnmber, it is quieltened unto deatlilcss energy. 
And specdeth in eagle-flight to tlie San of unapproachable perfection. 



OF HUMILITY. 

Vice is grown aweary of her gawds, and donneth russet garments, 

Loving for change to walk as a nun, beneath a modest veil : 

For Pride hath noted how all admire the fairness of Humility, 

And to clutch the praise he coveCeth, is content to bo drest in hair-clolh ; 

And wily Lust tempteth the y^oung heart, that is proof agamst tlie bravery 

of harlots, 
With timid tears and retiring looks of an artless seeming maid ; 
And indolent Apathy, sleepily ashamed of his dull lack-lustre iace. 
Is glad of the livery of meakneas, that charilahle cloak anil cowl; 
And Hatred hideth his demon frown beneath a gentle mask ; 
\nd Slander, enake-like, creepeth in Uie dust, thinking to escape recrfm- 
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Ndtner in all these is it easily deceived, but rightly dividoth tlie true from 
the Mse. 

Yet there is a meanness of spirit that is ftur in the eyes of most men, 
Yea, and aeemeth fair vmto itself, loving lo be thought Humility, 
lis clioler is not roused by insobnce, neither do injuries liisturb it ; 
Honest indignation is strange unto its breast, and just reproof unto its lip. 
It shrinketh, looking fearfully on men, fawning at the feet of the great ; 
The breath of calnmny is sweet unto its ear, and it courteth the rod o 

persecution. 
But what! art thounot a man, deputed chief of the creation? 
Art thou not a soldier of the right, militant for God and good 7 
Shall virtue and truth be degraded, because thou art too base to uphold them ? 
Or Goliath be bolder in blaspheming for want of a David in the camp ? 
t say not, avenge injuries ; for the ministry of vengeance is not thine ; 
But wherefore rebuke not a liar ? wherefore do dishonour to thyself T 
Wherefore let the evil triumph, when the just and the right are on thy side! 
Such Humility is abject, it laeketh the life of sensibility. 
And that resignalaon is but mock, where tlie burden is not felt ; 
Snapect thyself and thy meekness : thou art mean and indifferent to sin ; 
And the heart that should grieve and forgive, is case-hardened and forgettetb. 

Humility mainly becometh (he converse of man with his Maker, 
But otlaitimes it seemeth out of place in the intercourse of man with man : 
Yet, it is the cringer to bis equal, that is chiefly soon bold to his God, 
While a martyr, whom a world cannot browbeat, is humble as a child 

before Him. 
Render unto all men their due, but remember thou also art a man, 
And cheat not thyself of the reverence which is owing to thy reasonable 

being. 
Be courteous, and listen, and leani : but teach and answer if thou canst ; 
Serve thee of thy neighbour's wisdom, but be not enslaved as to a master. 
Where thou percoivest knowledge, bend the ear of attention and respect ; 
But yield not further to the teaching, than as thy mind is warranted by 

Better is an obstinate disputant, that yieldeth inch by inch. 

Than the shailow traitor to himself, who smTendercth to half an argument, 

Moitesty winnctb good report, but scorn cometh close upon servility ; 
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Therefore use mcelijies3 with discretion, casting not pearls l)ef(,re swine. 
For a fool wiU tread upon tby neck, if j,e seeth lliee lying in tlie dust ; 
And tliere be companies and seasons where resolute bearing is bat duly. 
[f a good man disclosetli hb secret failings unto the view of the profane. 
What dooth he but harm unto his brotlier, confirming him in hia sin : 
There is a conceahnent tliat is right, and an opcu-mouUitHl humility tliat 

There is a oandonr near akin to folly, and a meekness looliing like shame. 
Masculine sentiments, vigorously holden, well become a man ; 
But a weak mind hath a timorous grasp, Mid mislakelh it for te 



Many are despised for their folly, who put it to the account of iheir religion. 
And because men treat tiiem with contempt, tliey look to their God for gloiy : 
But contempt shall still be their reward, who betrayed their Master unto 

ridicule, 
Eeflecting on Him in themselves, meanness and ignorance and cowanlice. 
A Christian hath a royal spirit, and need not be ashamed but unto One : 
Among just men wulketh he eoftty, but tlie world should see him as a 

champion. 
His humbleness is far unlike the shame that covereth the profligate and 

When the sober reproof of virtue hath touched their tingling ears ; 

It is bom of lore and wisdom, and is worthy of aU honour, " 

And the sweet persuasion of its smile chaiigeth contempt into reverence. 

A man of a haughty spirit is daily adding to his enemies : 

He etandetli as the Arab in the desert, and the hands of all men are against 

A man of a base mind daily subtracteth from his friends. 
For ho holdelh himself so cheaply, thst others learn to despise him. 
But where the meekness of self-knowledge veileth the front of self-respect, 
There look thou for the man, whom none can know but they will honour. 
Hnmility is the softening shadow before the stature of Excellence, 
And lieth lowly on the ground, beloved and lovely as the violet : 
Humility is the faii^hajrod maid, that callelh Worth her brother, 
The gentle silent nurse, that fost«reth infant virtues : 
Humility bringeth no excuse ; she is welcome to God and man ; 
Her countenance is needful unto all, who would prosper in either world ; 
And the mild light of her sweet face is mirrored in the eyes of her c«m- 
parions. 
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And istraightway stand they accepted, children of penitence and love. 
As when tlie blind man is nigh unto a rose, its Biveetnes is the herald ot 

its beauty, 
So when thou aavourest humility, be sure thou art nigh unto merit. 
A ^ft rejoioeth Ihe covetous, and praise fatteneth the V£un, 
And the pride of man delightetli in the humble bearing of his fellow, 
lint to the tender benevolence of the nnthanked Almoner of good, 
Humility is queen among the graces, for she giveth Him occa.Bio!] to 

bestow. 



OF PRIDE. 

Deep is the sea, and deep is hell, but Pride mincth deeper ; 

It is coiled as a poisonous worm about the foundations of the soul. 

If thou expose it in thy motives, and track it in thy springs ot thought, 

Uomplaoent in its own detection, it will seem indignant virtue ; 

Smoothly will it gratulate thy skill, subtle anatomist of self. 

And spurn at its very bemg, while it nestleth the deeper in thy bosom 

Pride is a double traitor, and betrayeth itself to entrap (hee. 

Making thee vain of tliy self-knowledge; proud of thy discoveries of pride, 

Frnitlessly thou strainest for humility, by darkly diving into self; 

Rather look away from innate evil, and gaze upon extraneous good : 

For in sounding the deep Ihmga of tho heart, thou shalt learn to be vain 

of its capacities. 
But in ™wing the heights above thee, thou shalt be taught thy litflencss ; 
Could an emmet pry into itself, it might marvel at its oivn anatomy, 
But let it look on eagles, to discern how mean a thing it is. 
And all things hang upon comparison ; to the greater, great is small : 
Neither is there any tiling so vile, but somowliat yet is viler : 
On all sides is there an infinity ; the culprit at the gallows hatli his worse, 
And the virgin mar^ at the stake need not look far for a better. 
Therefore see thou that thine dm reacheth unto higher than thyself: 
Beware that the standard of thy soul wave from the lofijest battlement : 
Tor pride is a pestilent meteor, flitting on the marshes ot corruption, 
Tliat will lure thee forward to thy death, if thou seek to tmck it to Its 
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OF EXPERIBNCE. O 

Pride is a gloomy bow, arching the infernal firmament, 

That will lead thee on, if thon wilt hunt it, even to the dwelling of despair. 

Deep calleth unto deep, and mountain overtoppeth mountain. 

And still shall tJion fathom to no end the depth and the height of pride ; 

For it is the Vast ambition of the soul, warped to an idle object. 

And nothing but a Deity in Self can qaench its insatiable iJiirst. 

Be aware of the smiHng enemy, tliat openly sheathelh his weapon, 
But mingleth poison in secret with the sacred salt of hospitality : 
For pride wiD lio ilomiBnt in thy heart, to snatch its secret opportunity. 
Watching, as a lion-ant, in tlie bottom of its toils. 

Slay not to parley with thy foe, for his tongue is more potent tlian his arm, 
But be wiser, fighting agdnst pride in the simple panoply of prayer. 
As one also of the poets hath said, let not the Proteus escape thee ; ( ") 
For he will blaze forth as fire, and quench himself in likeness of water ; 
He will fright thee as a roaring beast, or charm thee as a subtle reptile. 
Mark, amid all his transfonnations, the complicate deceitfulness of pride. 
And the more he striveth to elude thee, bind him the closer in thy toils. 
Prayer is the net that snareth him ; prayer is the fetter that holdeth him : 
Thou canst not nourish pride, while waiting as an almsman on thy God,— 
Waiting in sincerity and trust, or pride shall meet thee even there ; 
Yea, from the palaces of Heaven, hath pride cast down his millions. 
Root up themandmke from thy heart, though it cost thee blood and groans. 
Or the cherished garden of thy graces will fado and perish utteriy. 



OF EXPERIENCE. 

I KrJEw that age was enriched with the liard-eamed wages of knowlctlije. 
And I saw tliat hoary wisdom was bred in the school of disappointment : 
X noted that the wisest of youth, though provident and cautious of evil, 
Yet sailed along unsteadily, as lacking some ballast of the mlml : 
And the cfluse seemed to lie in this, that while they considered around 

And warded off all dangers from without, they forgat their own weakness 

within. 
So steer they in splf-confidence, until, from the multitude of perils, 
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They be^n to be wary of tliemsolves, and learn tho first leaaon of 



I knew that in the morning of life, before its wearisome journey, 

The yonHiful soul doth expand, in Hie simple luxnry of being ; 

It hath not contracted its wishes, nor set a limit to its hopes ; 

The wing of fancy is unclipt, and sin hath not seared its feelings : 

Each feature is stamped witli immortality, for all its desires are uifiMto, 

And it seeketh an ocean of happiness, to fill the deep hollow within. 

But tlie old and the grave look on, pitying that generous youth, 

For they aleo have tasted long ago the bitterness of hope destroyed : 

They pity him, and are sad, tomemhering the days that are past, 

But they know he must taste for himself, or he will not give ear to tlieit 

wisdom. 
For Experience hath another lesson, which a man will do well if he leam, 
By checking the flight oi expectation, to cheat disappointment of its paJn. 

Experience teacheth many things, and all men are his scholars : 

Yet ja he a strange tutor, unteaching that which he liath taught 

Youth is confident, manhood wary, and old age confident again ; 

Youth is kind, manhood cold, and age retumeth unto kindness. 

For yoath suspecteth nought, till manhood, bitterly learned, 

Mistrusteth all, overleaping the mark ; and age correcteth his excess. 

Suspicion is the scaffold unto fiiith, a temporary needful eyesore. 

By which the strong man's dwelling is slowly builded up behind ; 

But soon as the top-stone halh been set to the well-proved goodly pyramid, 

The scaffold is torn down, and well-timed trust taketh its long leave of 



A thousand volumes in a thousand tongues, enshrine the lessons of 

Experience, 
Yet a man shall read them all, and go forth none the wiser ; 
For self-love lendeth him a glass, to colour all he conneth. 
Lest in the features of another he find his own complexion. 
And we secretly judge of ourselves, as differing greatly from all men. 
And Ipve to challenge causes, to show how we can master their effects : 
Pride is pampered in expecting that we need not fear a common fate, 
Or wrong-headed prejudice exulteth, in combating old experience ; 
Or perchance caprice and discontent are the spurs that goad us into danger 
Careless, and half in hope to find there an enemy to joust with. 
Private experience is an unsafe teacher, for we rarely ienrn both sideg, 
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OF ESTIMATING CHARACTER. 

And from the gilt surface rcclion not on steol beneatJi : 
Tlie torrid sons of G uinea tiiink scorn of icy seas, 
And tliG frostbitten Greenlander disbelieveth auns too hot. 
IJiit tliou, student of Wisdom, feed on the marrow of the matter ; 
If thou wilt suspect, let it be tlij'salf ; if thon wilt expect, let it 
gladness. 



OF ESTIMATING CHARACTER. 

Rashly, nor ofttimes truly, doth man pass judgment on his brother ; 
For he seetli not the springs of the heart, nor heareth the reasons of the 

And the world is not wiser tlian of old, when justice was mctcd by the 

When the spear avenged the wrong, and the lot decided the right ; 
When the footsteps of blindfold innocence were traclted by burning 



And ihe still condemning water delivered up the wizard to the stake : 
For we wait, hke Ihe sage of Salamis, to sue what ihe end will be, (") 
Fixing the right or the wrong, by the issues of failure or success. 
Judge not of things by their events ; neither of character by providence ; 
And count not a man more evil because he is more unfortunate ; 
For the blessings of a better covenant lie not in Ihe sunshine of prosperity; 
But pain and chastisement the ratlier show the wise Father's love. 

Behold that daughter of tlic world ; she is full of gaiety and gladness ; 
The diadem of rank is on her brow, nncounted wealth is in her coffers : 
She tricketh out her beauty like Jezebel, and is welcome in the courts of 

She is queen of the fools of fashion, and ruleth the revels of luxury : 
And though she sitteth not as Tamar, nor standeth in the ways as Rahab, 
Yet in the secret of her chamber, she shrinketJi not &om dalliance and 

guilt. 
She careth not if there be a God, or a sod, or a time of retribution ; 
Pleasure is tlie idol of her heart: she thiraieth for no purer heaven. 
And she laugheth with light good humour, and all men praise her gentle- 
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They are glad in her lovely smae, and the river of her bounty fflleth tlieot. 
So she prospered in tJie world ; the worship and desire of Ihousaoito ; 
And &he died even as she had lived, careless and courteous and liberal. 
The grave swallowed up iier pomp, the nmrble prochtimed her virtues, 
For men esteemed her excellent, and charities sonndcd forth her praise ; 
But elsewhere far other Judgment setteth her — with infidels and harlots! 
She abused the trust of hot splendour : and the wages of her sin shall be 
hereafter. 

Look again on Ihis fair girl, the orphan of a village pastor 

Who is dead, and liath left her his all,— hi3 blessing, and a name unstained; 

And friends, with busy zeal, that their purses be not taxed, 

Place Uie sad mourner in a home, poor substitute for that she liaJh lost. 

A stranger among strange faces, she drinketh the wormwood of dependence ; 

She is marked as a child of want ; and the world hateth poverty. 

Prayer is not heard in that house ; the day she hath loved to hallow 

Is noted but by deeper dissipation, the riot of luxury and gaming ; 

And wantonness is in her master's eye, and she hath nowhere to flee to ; 

She is cared for by none upon eorlh, and her God seemelh to forsake her. 

Then Cometh, in fair show, the promise, and the feint of affection, 

And her heart, long unused to kindness, remembercth her fatlier, and 

And the villdn hath wronged her trust, and mocked, and flung her from 

And men point at her and laugh ; and women hate her as an outcast ; 
But elsewhere, far other judgment seateth her — among the martyrs ! 
And the Lord, who seemed to forsake, giveth double glory to the fallen. 

Once more, in the matter of wealth : if thou throw thine all on a chance. 
Men will come around thee, and wait, and watch !he turning of the wheel j 
And if, in the lottery of life, thou hast drawn a splendid prize. 
What foresight hadst thon, and skill ! yea, what enterprise and wisdom ! 
But if it fall out against thee, and thou fail in thy perilous endeavour. 
Behold, the simple did sow, and hath reaped the right harvest of his folly : 
And the world vrill be glaldly accnsed, nor will reach out a finger to help ; 
For why should this speculative dullard be a whirlpool to all around him ? 
Go to, let him sink by himself : we knew what the end of it would be >— 
For the man hath missed his mark, and his fellows look no further. 
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Also, touching gTiilt and innocence : a man slmll wallt in his uprightnese, 
Year after year witliout reproach, in charity and honesty with all ; 
But in one evil hour the enemy shall come in like a ilood ; 
ShaJ] track him and tempt him, and hem him,— till he knowetli not wliilhei 

to fly. 
Perchance his famishing Uttle otios shall Bcroam in his oars for bread. 
And, maddene-" "ly that fierce cry, he rusiieth as a lliief upon tho world : 
The world that hath lefl him to starve, itself wallowing in plenty, — 
The world, that denieth him his rights, — he daringly rohbelh it of them. 
I say not, such an one is innocent: bnt, small is the measure of his guilt 
To llint of his wealthly neighbour, who would not help him at his need ; 
To that of tlie sehiah epicure, who turned away with coldness from liis 

tale; 
To that of un.$uffcring thousands, who look with complacence on Iiis fall. 

Or perchance the continual dropping of Ihe venomod words of spite. 

Insult and injury and scoiii, have galled and pierced his heart ; 

Yet, with all long-suffering and maekness, he forgivelli unto seventy timi?a 

Till, in some weaker moment, tempted beyond endurance. 

He striketh, more in anger than in hate ; and, aha ! for his heavy ciiance. 

He hath smitten unto instant death his spiteful, life-long enemy ! 

And none was by to see it ; and all men knew of their contentions ; 

Fierce voices shout for his Mood, and rude hands hurry him to judgment 

Then man's verdict ooraeth, — Murderer, with forethought malice ; 

And Ilia name is a noto of execration ; his guilt is too black for devils. 

But to the righteous Judge, seemetli he tlie soflering victim : 

For his tingov was not unlawful, bnt became him as a Christian and v 

And though his guilt was grievous when he struck that heavy biMer blow, 

Yet light is the sin of the smiter, and verily kickefh the beam, 

To tho weight of tliat man's wickedness, whose slow relentless hatred 

Jlot him at every turn, with patient continuance in evil. 

DouMleas, eternal wrath shall be heaped npou that spiteful enemy. 

]t is in vain, it is in vtiin, saith the preacher ; there be none hut the rin-ht 

enus and the wj cited, 
Base rebels, and stanch allies, the true knight, and the traitor ; 
And ho b'jareth strong witness among men, Tlicre is no neutral ground. 
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The broad highway and narrow path map out the wliole doraajii ; 

Sit here among tlie saints, these holy chosen few, 

Or grovel there a wretch condemned, to die among the million. 

And verily for ultimate results, there be but good and bad ; 

Heaven hath no dusky twilight ; hell is not gladdened with a dawn. 

Yet looking round among his fellows, who can pass righteous judgment, 

Snch an one is holy ajid acceptod, and such an one reprobate and doomed 1 

Thero is bo much of good among the worst, so much of evU in the beat^ 

Such seeming partialities in providence, so many things to lessen and expand_ 

Veo, and with all man's boast, so httle real freedom of his will, — 

That, to look a little lower thiui the surface, garb or dialect or fashion, 

Thou shalt feebly pronounce for a saint, and faintly condemn for a anaei^ 

Over many a lieart good and true, fluttereth the Great King's pennant : 

Sy many an iron hand, the pirate's black banner is unfurled : 

But there be many more besides, in the yacht and l3ie trader and tie fish- 

ing boat. 
In the feather'd war-canoe, and the quick mysterious gondola ; 
And the army of that Great King hath no stated uniform ; 
Of mingled characters and kinds goeth forth the countless iiost ; 
There is the turbaned Damascene, with his tattooed Zealand brotjier. 
There the slim bather in the Ganges, witli the sturdy Russian boor. 
The sluggish inmate of a polar cave, with the fire-souled dau^ter of BrarJ], 
The embruted slave from Cuba, and the Briton of gentle birth. 
For all are His inheritance, of all He taJteth tithe: 
And the Church, his mercy's ark, hath some of every sort. 
Who art thou, O man, that art fixmg the limits of the fold ? 
Wherefore settest thou stakes to spread the tent of heaven 1 
Lay not tlie plummet to the line : religion hath no landmarks ; 
No human keenness can discern the subtle shades of faith : 
In some it is as enriiest dawn, the scarce diluted darkness ; 
la some as dubious twilight, cold and gray and gloomy ; 
in seme tlie ebon east is streaked witli flaming gold ; 
In some the dayspring from on high breaketh in all its praise. 
And who haXh determined tlie when, separating light from darkness i 
Who shall plack from eariiest da\vn the promise of Uio day 1 
Ijeave that care to the Husbandman, lest Ihou gamer tares ; 
Help tliou the Sheplierd ui his seeking, but to separate be his ; 
For I have often seen the noble erring spirit 
Wrecked on tlie shoals of passion, and nu^nbcroJ of tlie tet; 
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Often the generous heart, lit by uiihallowed fire, 

Counted a brand among the burning, and left uncared-for, in liis s 

Yet I waited a little year, and Ihe mercy thou hndst forgotten 

Hath purged tliat noble spirit, washing it in waters of repentance 

Tliat glowing generous heart, having burnt out all its dross, 

Is as a golden censer, ready for the aloes anil cassia : 

While thou, hard-visaged man, unlovely in thy strictness. 

Who turned from him thy sympathies with self-compkcent pride, 

How art thou shamed by him ! his heart js a spring of love, 

Wliile the dry well of thine affections is choked witii sc 



glance tliou judgest ivell ; years could add little to thy 



When charity gloweth on the cheek, or malice is-lowering in the eye. 
When honesty's open brow, or the weasel-face of cunning is before thee, 
Or the loose lip of wantonness, or clear bright forehead of reflection. 
But often, by shrewd scrutiny, Uiou judgest to the good man's hann : 
For it may be his hour of trial, or he alumbereth at his post. 
Or he hath slnin his foe, but not yet levelled the stronghold. 
Or barely recovered of the wounds, that fleshed hun in his fray with pa^on. 
Also, of the worst, through prejudice, thou loosely shalt think well: 
For none is altogether evil, and thou mayst catch him at his prayers. 
There may be one small prize, though all beside be blanks; 
A silver thread of goodness in the black sergecloth of crime. 

There is to whom all things are easy: his mind, as a master-key. 

Can open, with intuitive address, the treasuries of art and science: 

Tliero is to whom all thmgs are hard ; bat industry givetli him a crow-bar 

To force, with groaning labour, tlie stubborn lock of learnmg : 

And often when thou lookest on an eye, dim hi native dulness. 

Little Shalt thou wot of tlie wealth diiigenco lj[ith gathered to its gaze j 

Often the brow tliat should be bright with tJie dormant fire of ■rciuud 

Within its ample halls, hath ignorance the tenant 

Vet are not the sons of men cast «s in moulds by the lot 7 

The like in frame and feature hath much aUke in spirit ; 

Such a shape hatli such a soul, so that a deep discemer 

From his make will read the man, and err not fai in judgment : 

Vea, and it holdeth in the converse, that growing similarity of mind 

findelh or nidiotli fur itself an apposite dwelling in tlio body : 
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Accident may modify,circumsta.nco may bcvil, externals seem to change It, 

But still the pnmitivo crystal is latent in its many variations : 

For the map of the face, and the picture of the eye, are traced by the pen 

of passion ; 
And the raind fashioneth a tabernacle suitalilo for ilaelf. 
A moan spirit boweth down the back, und fJie bowing fostereth meanness ; 
A resolute purpose knitteth the knees, and tba firm tread nourisheth 

decisioii ; 
Ijove loolteth softly from tlie eye, and kinclleth love by looking ; 
Ilato furroweth tlie brow, and a man may frown till he hateth : 
For mind and body, spirit and matter, have reciprocities of power. 
And eacji ktopeth up the strife ; a man's works make or mar him. 

Tliere be deeper things than these, lying in the twilight of truth ; 
ijut few can discern tJiem aright, from surrounding dimness of error. 
For perchance, if thou knewest the whole, and largely with coraprehendve 

CouHst read the history of character, the chequered story of a life, 
And into the great acconnt, which summeth s. mortal's destiny, 
Wert to add the forces from without, dragging him this way and that. 
And the secret quahOes within, grafted on the soul from tlie womb. 
And the might of other men's example, among whom his lot is cast. 
And the influence of want, or wealth, of kindness, or harsh ill-usage, 
Of ignorance he cannot help, and knowledge found for him by others. 
And fu^ impressions, hard to ba effaced, and leadings to right or to wrong. 
And inheritance of likeness from a father, and natural human frailty, 
And the habit of health or disease, and prejudices poured into his mind, 
And the myriad little matters none but Omniscience can know. 
And accidents that steer the thoughts, whore none but Ubiquity can trace 

If lion couldst compass all these, and the consequents Sowing from them. 
And the scope to which they tend, and tlie necessary fitness of all things, 
Tlien shouldst thou see as He seeth, who judgeth all men eqnal, — 
Equal, touching innocence and guilt ; and different alone in this. 
That one acknowledgetli his evil, and looketh to liis God for mercy ; 
Another boasteth of his good, and calleth on his God for justice ; 
So He, that sendeth none away, ia largely munificent to prayer. 
But, in the heail of presumption, sheatheth the sword of vengeance 



Hosted by Google 



OF HATRED AND ANGER. 



OF HATRED AND ANGER. 

BtUNTEr unto goodness is the heart which anger never sUrrctJi, 

But that wliich hatred awdleth, is keen to carve out evil. 

Anger is a noble iuflnnity, the generous faihng of the just. 

The one degree that riseth above zeal, asserJing the prerogatives of virtue ! 

But haired is a slow continuing crime, a fire uv the bajl man's bnast, 

A dull and hungry flame, for ever craving insatiate. 

Hatred would harm another ; anger would mdulge itself : 

Hatred is a aunmering pmson ; anger, the opening of a valve : 

Hatred destroyeth as the upas-tiee; anger smitetli as a staif: 

Hatred is the atmosphere of hell ; but anger is hiovm in heaven. 

Is there not a righteous wrath, an anger just and holy. 

When goodness is sitting in the dust, and wickedness enthroned on Babel I 

Doth pity condemn guilt 7 — is juEtiee not a feeling but a law 

Appealing to the hue and to the plummet, incognizant of moral sense ? 

Thou that eondemnest anger, small is thy sympathy with angels ; 

Thou that hast accounted it for sin, cold is thy communion with heaven. 

Beware of the angry in his passion; but fear not to approach him afwr- 

For if thou acknowledge thine error, he himself will be sorry for bis wralli 
Beware of the hater in his coolness ; for he meditateth evil against thee ; 
Commending the resources of his mind calmly to work thy ruin. 
Deceit and treachery skulk with hatred, but an honest spirit flielh witi 

The one lielh secret, as a serpent ; the other chasetb, as a leopard. 

Speedily be reconciled m love, and receive the returning offender. 

For wittingly prolonging anger, thou tamperest unconsciously with liatrc»s. 

Patience is power in a man. nerving him to rein bis spirit : 

Passion is as plsy to his arm, while it yelleth on the coursers to the* 

Patience keepeth counsel, and standeth in solid self-possession. 

But the weakness of sudiien passion layeth bare the secrets of the soul. 

The Ecntimcnt of anger is not ill, when thou lookest on the impudence ol 
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Or Bavourest tlie breath of calumny, or liaat earned tlie liard wages of in- 
justice, 

But see thou that thou curb it in expression, rendering the mUdnesi of 
lebuke, 

So shalt tliou staAid without reproach, mailed in all the dignity of Tirtne. 



OF GOOD IN THINGS EVIL. 

I HEAKD the man of sin reproaching the goodness of Jehovah, 
Wherefore, if he he Almighty Love, permitletli ho misery and pain ? 
I saw the child of hope vexed in the labyrinth of doubt, 
Wherefore, O Holy One and just, is the horn of thy foul foe so high 

exalted ? — 
And, alas ! for this our groaning world, for that grief end guilt are here ; 
Alas I for that Earth is (he battle-field, where good must combat with evil : 
Angels look on and hold then- breath, bummg to mingle in the conflict, 
But the troops of the Captain of Salvation may bo none but the soldiers of 

the cross : 
And that slender band must fight alone, and yet shall triumph gloriously, 
Enough shall they be for conquest, and the motto of their standard ia 

Enoogh. 
Than art sad, O denizen of earth, for pains and diseases and death. 
But remember, thy hand hath earned them ; grudge not at the wages of thy 

doings : 
Thy guilt, and thy fathers' guift, must bring many sorrows in their company, 
And if thou wilt drink sweet poison, doubtless it shall rot thee to the core. 
Who art thou but the heritor of evil, with a right to nothing good ? 
The respite of an interval of ease were a boon which Justice might deny 

Therefore !ay thy hand upon thy moulh, man much to be forgiven. 
And wait, thou child of hope, for time shall teach tliee all things. 
Yet hear, for my speech shall comfort thee ; reverently, but with boldness, 
I would raise (he sable cuHjun, that hideth the symmetry of Providence. 
Pain and sin are convicts, and toil in their fetters for good ; 
The weapons of evil are turned against itself, fighting under bolter 
banners : 
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The leech delighloth In stinging, and the wicked loveth to do harm, 
But the wise Physician of tho universe useth tliat ill tendency for health. 
Verily from others' griefa are gendered sympathy and kindness ; 
Patience, humility, and foith, spring not seldom from thine own : 
An enemy, hnmbled by his sorrows, cannot be far iiom thy forgiveness, 
A friend who liatli tasted of calamity, shall Cm the dying incense of thy 

And for tliyself, is it a small thing, so to learn thy frailty. 

That from an aching hone thoa savest tlie whole body ? 

The fiimace of affliction may be fierce, but if it refineth thy soul, 

The good of one meek thought shall outweigh years of torment. 

Nevertheless, wretched man, if tliy bad heart be hardened in the flame, 

Being earth-bom, as of clay, and not of moulded wax, 

3ndge not the hand that amiteih, as if thou wart visited in wrath ; 

Reproach thyself, for He is Justice : repent thee, for He is Mercy. 

Cease, fond caviller at wisdom, to be satisfied that every thing is wrong ; 

Be sure there is good necessity, even for the flourishing of evil. 

Would the eye delight in perpetual noon? or tlie ear in unqualified luir- 

Halh winter's frost no welcome, contrasting sturdily with summer 7 
Couldirt thou discern benevolence, if there were no sorrows to be soothed ? 
Or discover the resources of contrivance, if nothing stood opposed to tlie 

What were power without an enemy ? or mercy without an object ? 

Or truth, where the false were impossible 1 or Jove, where love were a 
debt? 

The characters of God were but idle, if all tilings around him were per- 
fection. 

And virtues might slumber on like death, if they lacked the opportunities 
of evil. 

There is one all-porfecf, and but one ; man dare not reason of Ills Essence. 

But there must be deficiencies in heaven, to leave room for progression in 

A realm of unqualified best were a stagnant pool of being. 

And the circle of absolute perfection, the abstract cipher of indolence. 

Sin Is an awful shadow, hut it addeth new glories to the light ; 

Bin is a black foil, but It eettetli off the jewelry of heaven ; 

Sin is the traitor that liath dragged the majesty of mercy inio action; 
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Sin ''s the whelming argument, to jaaWfy the attribute of Tengeance. 

It is a deep dark thought, and needelh to be diligently studied. 

But perchance evil was essenliul, that God should be seen of his creatures J 

For where perfection is not, there lacketh possible good, 

And the absence of better lliat might be, taketh from the praisa of tt is 

And creatures must be finite, and finite cannot be perfect ; 
Therefore, though in small degree, creation involveth evil. 
He chargetli his angels with folly, and the heavens are not clean in His 

For every existence In the universe hath cither imperfection or Godhead; 
And the hght that blazcth but in One, must bo sottened with shadow for 

the many. 
There is then good in evil ; or none could liave known his Maier ; 
No epiritaal intellect or essence could have gazed on his high perfections. 
No angel harps could have tuned the wondera of his wisdom. 
No ransomed souls have praised the glories of his mercy. 
No howling fiends have shown the terrors of his justice, 
But God would have dwelt alone in the fearful solitude of holiness. 

Nevertheless, O sinner, harden not Ihine heart in evil ; 

Nor plume thee in imaginary triumph, because thou art not valueless aa 

Because thy dark abominations add lustre to the charity of Light ; 

Because a wonder-working alchemy draineth elixir out of poisons ; 

Because the same fiery volcano Ihat scorcheth and ravageth a continent, 

Hath in the broad blue bay cast up some petty island ; 

Because to the full demonstraUon of the qualities and accidents of good. 

The swarthy legions of the devil iiave toiled as unwitting pioneers ; 

For sin is still sin ; so hateful Love doth hate it ; 

A blot on the glory of creation, which justice must wipe out. 

Sin is a loathsome leprosy, fretting the white robe of innocence ; 

A rottenness, eating out the heart of the royal cedars of Lebanon ; 

A peslalenlial blast, the terror of that holy pilgrimage ; 

A rent m the sacred veil, wberel^ God left his temple. 

Therefore, consider thyself, thou that dost not sorrow for thy guilt! 

Pear evil, or face its enemy : dread sin, or dare justice. 

Yea, s;ulh the Spirit : and their works do follow them ; 
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What . ,han the etamant to , ihmne M.nd fo™ri with , ,.bbl. „„!._ 
Me«m,.. _p,.„, „j 1... rtot .«] Uotae. „d v^i,,' ^ 

P™ = ^ • ,°"*r,'^**"'""e^ dungeon for the felon. 

Khold the f.l«, ,ceu„r, behold the .Inndeiod aint , 
Th. .k,. .nd 11. blood, d,l,„ ; 0,, ,,0,, ,nd hi. pne™.. Mend , 
M .n .„ ,n ontn, oh.„et«,. ,U Ua sU^ snllty .t th. bar, 
And he that seemed tie worn n,, Imvo n,o,t of md acnm 
The talent, nnto which . ntnn 1, bo™, I. th., few o, mnn,,' 
Am d«,pp«| „,„ th. balm, of aooonnt, „„,, ^^j J.,,, ^^ 

"tStZS"* "-«»'=-">' -y— .bov.th.St 
?h'.M"" "l"^""* ° °T ""'!''■ "" '"!»»*»■ i" a- other. 



Friends, teadv waiting n. an 0=...,^ . ,1. , 

EntMiid in Li™ ", ^ ' ovorbuhng habitation. ; 

rb,* , ■ ,""■"' ""s'-e " »•« "■=« i» « -load. 

Chanty n,„i„,„ ,„j „„„,, zeal, .incertt, and paUenee. 
There b, who have n,«l. th™,.lves foe., v», bj ho«,t gain, 

PrB. and rihahn.., and .loth, .path,, ,„th, and fal..ho.d, 
and to then .vertahng t„U man, tl.t mn.t we.uv In th. «,i 
ta. hath . power and a longing „ .av. th. gaS worU 

^"bd , ' *' ""' ""''' «°S "•- «" 

Bai wrnpflng elo,.r to th.ir ,kin th, poi.onod tnnio of their work, 
Th„ .hmd n, selr.dep.nd.n.. to perish h, .b.nd.nn,.nl of gT 
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OP PRAYER. 



A WICKED man scometh praj er, in the shallow sophistry iif reason, 
He derideUi Ihe silly hope, that God can lie moved by supplication :— 
Can tiie unchangeable be changed, or waver in his purpose 1 
Caa the weakness of pity affect him 1 Should he turn at Uie biddinir of a 

man? ^ 

Methought he ruled all things, and ye called his decrees immulatile. 

But if thus he listeneth to words, wherein is the firmness of his will ? ■ 

So I heard the speech of tlie wicked, and, lo, it was smoother than oil ; 
But I knew tJiat liis reasonings were false, for the promise of the Scripture 

Yet was ray soul in darkness, for his words were too hard for me ; 

Till I turned to my God in prayer, for I know he heareth always. 

Then I looked abroad on the eiirth, and, behold, tlie Lord ivas in all tilings, 

Yet saw I not liis hand in aught, but perceived that lie worketh by means j 

Yea, and the power of the mean proveth the wisdom that ordained it ; 

Yea, and no act is useless, to the hurling of a stone through the air. 

So I turned my thoughts to supplication, and beheld the mercies of Je- 

And I saw sound argument was still the faithful friend of godliness j 
For as the rock of the aiTeclions is the solid approval of reason. 
Even so the temple of Religion is founded on the basis of Philosophy. 

Scomer, thy thoughts are weak, they reach not the summit of the matter. 
Go to, for the mouth of a child might show thee the mystery of prayer : 
Verily, there is no ciiange in the counsels of *the Mighty Ruler r 
Verily, his purpose is strong, and rooted in the depths of necessity : 
But who halh shown tJiee his piupose, who hath made known lo thee his 

will? 
When, gainsayer, hast tliou been schooled in the secrets of wisdom ? 
Fate is a creature of God, and all things move in their orbits. 
And that which sliiJl surely happen is known unto him from eternity ; 
But as, in the field of nature, he useth tlie sinews of the ox. 
And commandetJi diligence and toil, himself ^ving the increase, 
Bo, in the kingdom of bis grace, granteth he omnipotence to prayer, 
For he kno^vetli what thou wilt ask, and what thou wilt ask aright. 
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Vo man can pray in fiuth, whose prayer is not grounded on a promise : 
Yet a good man commenJetli all things to the righteous wisdom of his God: 
For tliose who praj in faith, trust tlie immutable Jehovah, 
And they who ask hlessings iinpromised, lean on imcovenonteil mercy. 

Man, regard thy prayers as a purpose of love to thy sonl ; 

Esteem the providence that led to them as an index of God's good-will: 

So shalt thou pray aright, and Ihy words shall meet with acceptance. 

Also, in pleading for others, be thankful for the fullness of thy prayer. 

For if thou art ready to ask, the Lord is more ready to ImsIww. 

The salt preserveth the sea, and the saints uphold the earth ; 

Their prayers are tlie thousand pillars that prop the canopy of nature. 

Verily, an hour without prayer, from some terrestrial mind, 

Were a curse in the calendar of time, a spot of the blackness of darkness. 

Perchance the terrible day, when the world must rock into ruins. 

Will be one unwhitened by prayer, — shall He flud fiuth on the earth ? 

For there is an economy of mercy, as of wisdom, and power, and means; 

Neither ia one blessing granted, unhesought from the treasury of good ; 

And the charitable heart of the Being, to depend upon whom is liappiness, 

Never withholdeth a bounty, so long as his subject prayeth ; 

Yea, ask what thou wilt, to the second throne in heaven, 

Tt is thine, for whom it was appointed ; there is no limit unlo prayer ; 

But and if thou cease to ssk, tremble, thou self-suspended creature, 

For thy strength is cut off as was Samson's : and the hour of thy doom is 



Frail art thou, O man, as a bubble on the breaker. 

Weak and governed by externals, like a poor bird caught in the storm ; 

Vet thy momentary breath can still the raging waters. 

Thy hand can touch a lever that may move the world. 

O Merciful, we strike eternal covenant with then, 

For man may take for his ally the King who rulelh Idngs ; 

How strong, yet how most weak, in utter poverty how rich, 

Wliat possible omnipotence to good is dormant in a man ! 

Behold that fragile form of delicate transparent beauty, 

Whose light-blue eye and hectic cheek are lit by tho baleiiros of declin 

All droopingly she lieth, as a dew-laden lily. 

Her flaxen tresses, rashly luxuriant, dank with unhealthy moisture : 

Hath not thy heart said of her, Alas ! poor child of weakncea 1 
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Thou hast orrod ; Goliath of Gatli stood not in half lier strength ; 
Terribly slie tigbtolh in the van as the vir^n daughter of Orleans, 
She bcareth the banner of hoaven, her onset ia the rushing cataract, 
Setnphun rally at her side, and the captain of that host is God, 
And the serried ranks of evil are routed by the lightning of her eye ; 
She is the King's remembrancer, and atew.ard of many blessings, 
Holding the iracliler of security over her unthankful land ; 
For that weak fluttering heart is strong in faith assured. 
Dependence is her might, and behold — she prayelh. 

Angels are round the good man, to cateh the incense of his prayers, 
And they fiy to minister kinJness to those for whom he pleadeth ; 
For the altar of his heart is lighted, and burneth before God continually, 
And he breathcih, conscious of his joy, the native atmosphere of heaven ; 
Yea, though poor, and comtemned, and ignorant of this world's wisdom ; 
Bl can his fellows spare him, though they know not of his value ; 
Thousands bewail a hero, and a nation mourneth for Its king, 
But the whole universe lamenteth the loss of a man of prayer. 
Verily, were it not for One, who sittelh on his rightful throne. 
Crowned with a rainbow of emerald, (") the green memorial of earth, — 
For one, a mediating man, that hath clad his Godhead with mortality. 
And ofTereth prayer without ceasing, the royal priest of Nature, 
Matter and life and mmd had sunk into dark annihilation, 
And the lightning frown of Justice withered the world into nothing. 

Thus, worsliipper of reason, thou hast heard ths sum of the matter ; 

And woe to his hairy scalp that restra-incth prayer before God. 

Prayer is a creature's strengtli, hia very breath and being ; 

Prayer is the golden key that can open the wicket of Mercy ; 

Prayer is the magic sound that saith to Fate, So be it ; 

Prayer is the slender nerve that moveth the muscles of Omnipotence. 

Wherefore, pray, O creature, for many and great are thy wants ; 

Thy mind, thy conscience, and thy being, thy rights commend thee unto 

rhe cure of all cares, tlio grand panacea for all pains, 
Soubt's destroyer, ruin's remedy, the anijdote to all anxieties. 

So then, God is true, and yet He hath not changed : 

It is he that scndcth the petition, to answer it according to his will. 
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THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

Inquirest thoii, O man, wherewithal may t come unto the Lgi J ? 

And with what wonder-working sounds may I move the majesty of heaven ? 

There is a model (o thy hand ; upon that do thou frame thy supplication ; 

Wisdom hath measored its words, and redemption urgsth thee to use them. 

Cull thy God Ihy Fatlier, and yet not thine nlono, 

For fhoii art but one of many, thy brotherhood is with all : 

Eeni«mber his high estate, that he dwelleth King of Heaven; 

So shall thy thooghts be humbled, nor love be nnmixed with reverence ; 

Be thy first petition iinnelfish, Ihe honour of Him who made tiiee, 

And that in the depths of thy heart his memory be shrinod in holiness : 

Pray for that blessed time when good shall triumph over evil, 

And one universal temple echo the perfections of Jehovali : 

Bend thou to his good-will, and subserve his holy purposes, 

Till in thee, and those around thee, grow a little heaven upon cartli : 

Humbly as a grateful almsman, beg thy bread of God, — 

Bread for thy triple estate, for Ihou hast a trinity of nature : 

Humihty smootheth the way, and gratitude sofleneth tlie heart. 

Be then thy prayer for pardon mingled with the tear of penitence ; 

Yea, and while, all unworthy, thou leanest on the hand that should smite, 

Thou canst not from thy fellows withhold thy less forgiveness. 

To thy Fallier thy weaknesses are knoivn, and thou hast not hid thy sin, 

Therefore ask him, in all trust, to lead thee from the dangers of temptation ; 

While the last petition of the soul that broatheth on the confines of prayfir 

Is deliverance from sin and the evil one, the miseries of earth and hell. 

And wherefore, child of hope, should the rock of thy confidence be sure ? 

Thon knowest that God haareth, and promiselh an answer of peace ; 

Thou knowest that he is King, and none can stay liis hand ; 

Thou knowest his power to be botmdiess, for there is none other : 

And to Him thou givest glory, as a creature of his workmanship and favour, 

For tlie nevCT'^ndmg term of tbv «<ivQd and bright esistence. 
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OF DISCRETION. 



Fob what then was I bom ? — to fill the circling year 

With dally toil for daily bread, with sordid pains nnd pleasures t — 

To walk this chequered world, alternate light and darkness, 

The day dreams of deep thought followed by tlie niglit-dteanis of fancy ?— 

To be one in a full procession 7— to dig my kmdred clay ? — 

To decorate the gallery of art ?— to clear a few acres of forest ? 

For more tlian these, my soul, Ihy God hath lent thee life. 

Is then that noble end to feed this mind with knowledge, 

To mix for mine own thirsL the sparkling wine of wisdom. 

To light with many lamps tlie caverns of my heart, 

To reap, in the furrows of my brain, good harvest of right reasons ? — 

For more than these, my soul, tliy God hath lent tbee life. 

Is it to grow stronger in self-government, to check tho chafing will, 

To cuib with tightening rein the mettled steeds of passion, 

To welcome with calm heart, far in the voiceless desert. 

The gracious visitings of heaven that hless my singlo self? 

For more than tlieso, my soul, thy God hath lent thee life. 

To aim at thine own happiness. Is an end idolatrous and evil: 

In earth, yea in heaven, if thou seek it for itself, seeking thou shalt not find. 

Happiness is a roadside flower, growing on the highways of Usefulness j 

Plucked, it shall wither in thy liand; passed by,itisfragmncetotJij spirit; 

Love not thine own soul, regard not thine own weal. 

Trample the thyme beneath thy feet ; be useful, and be happy ! 

Thus nnto fair ccnclusions arguoth genorous youth. 

And quickly he startedi on his course, knight-errant to do good. 

His sword js edged wilJi arguments, his vizor terrible with censures ; 

He goeth full mailed in faith, and zeal is flaming at his heart. 

Yet one tWng he lacketh, Ine Mentor of the mind. 

The quiet wWsper of Discretion — Thy time js not yet come. 

For he smilelJi an oppressor ; and vengeance for that smiting 

Is dealt in double stripes on the faint body of the victim : 

He is glad to ^ve and to distribute ; and clamorous pauperism feasleth, 

While honest labour, pining, hideth lu's slwrp ribs : 

Jle challengetli to a f:ur field tliat subtle giant Infidelity, 
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And worsted in Ihe unpqua! fight, strengUieneth the hands of error : 

He haaleth to teach and preach, aa the war-horse riisheth to the battle, 

And to pave a way for truth, would break up the Apennines of prejudice; 

He wearicth by stale proofs, where none looked fur a reason, 

And to the listening ear will urge the false argumei^ of feeling. 

So lialh it often been, that, judging by resulta. 

The htltest friends of truth have done her ilesdliost wrong. 

Alas ! for there are enemies without, glad enough to parley with a traitor. 

And a zealot will let down the drawbridge, to prove his own prowc^ : 

V'ea, from within will he break away a breach in the citadel of truth 

That lie mav fill tlie gap, for fame, with his own weak body. 

Zeal williout judgment is an evil, though it be zeal unto good ; 
Touch not the ark with unclean hand, yea, though it seem to totter. 
There are evil who work good, and tliere are good who work evil. 
And foolish backers of wisdom have brought on her many reproaches. 
Truth hath more than enough to combat iu the minda of a!l men. 
For the mist of sense is a thick veil, and sin bath warped their wills ; 
Yet dofJi an officious helper awkwardly prevent her victory, — 
These thy wounded hands were smitten in the house of friends : — 
To point out a meaning in her vrords, he will blot those words with Ma 

And winr.ow chaff into the eyes, before he hath wheat lo sliow: 

He will heap sturdy logs on a fjunt expirmg fue. 

And with a room in flames, will cast tlie CMBOment open ; 

By a shonider to tlio wheel downhill haraEselh the labouring beast. 

And where obstruction wore needed, will harm by an ill-juilged thrustiug-on. 

A vessel fomideretli at sea, if a storm have unshipped the rudder; 

And a mind with much liail shall require heavy ballast 

Take a lever by the middle, ihou shalt aecm to prove it powerless, 

Argue for truth indiacreetly, thou slialt toil for faluehood. 

There is plenty of room for a peaceable man in the most thronged assembly J 

But a quaireiaorae spirit is straitened in the open field ; 

Many a teacher, lackiiig judgment, hindereth his own lessons ; 

And the savoury mess of pottage is spoiled by a bitter herb : 

The garment woven of a piece is rashly torn by schism. 

Because its unwise claimants will not cast lots fo 

Piscrefon guide llico on tliy way, noblo-minJed yuutli, 
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Help thee to humonr infirmities, to wink at innocent errors, 

To titke small count of fonne, to Ijear wilh prejudice and fancy : 

Discretion guard tliine asking, discretion aid thine answer, 

Teach thee that well-Wmed silence hath more eloquence than speech, 

Whisper thee, thou art Weakness, thongh tfiy cause be strength. 

And tcii thee, the keystone of an arch caji be loosened with least laboiw 

from within. 
The snows of Ilecla lie around its troubled smoking Geysers ; 
Let the cool streams of prudence temper the hot spring of zeal ; 
So shall thou gain thine honourable end, nor lose the midMuy prize ; 
So shall thy life be uacful, and thy young heart happy. 



OF TRIFLES. 

Vet once more, saith the fool, yet once, and is it not a little one 1 
Spare me this folly yet an hour, for what is one among so many 7 
And he bimdelh his conscience with lies, and stupefleth his heart with 

doubts ; — 
Whom shall I harm in this matter 7 and a little ill breodelh mach good ; 
My thoughts, are they not mine own ? and they leave no mark behind them ; 
And if God so pardoneth crime, how should these petty sins affect him 7 — 
So he transgresseth yet again, and feUeth by little and little, 
Till the ground crumble beneath him, and he sinkcth in the gulf despairing. 
For there is nothing in the earth so small that it may not produce great 

things. 
And no swerving from a right line, that may not lead eternally astray. 
A landmark tree was once a seed, and the dust m die balance malteth a 

difference ; 
And the cairn is heaped high hy each one flinging a pebble : 
The dangerous bar in the harbour's mouth is only grains of sand ; 
And the shoal that hath wrecked a navy is the work of a colony of worma ; 
Yea, and a despicable gnat may madden the mighty elephant ; 
And the living rock is worn by the dihgent flow of tlio brook. 
Little act thou, O man, and in trifles thou contendest with thine equals, 
For atcms must crowd ujMn atoms, ore crhne groweth to be a giant. 



Hosted by Google 



or TRIFLES. m 

What, is thy eervant a dog 7 — not yet wilt tlwu grasp the dagger, 

Not yet wilt thon taugh with tlie scoffers, not yet betray the iimocenV ; 

But, if thou nourish in thy heart the reveries of injury or passion, 

And travel in mental heat tlie mazy labyrintlis of guilt. 

And then conceive it possible, and then reflect on it as done, 

And nae, by little and little, thyself to regard thyself a villiun, 

Not long will crime be absent from the voice that doth invoke Mm to Uy 

And bitterly wilt thou grieve, that the buds have ripened into poison. 

A spark is a molecule of matter, yet it may kindle the world ; 

Vast is the mighty ocean, but drops have made it vast. 

Despise not thou a small thing, cilher for evil or for good ; 

For a look may work thy ruin, or a word create thy woajtji : 

The walking this way or tJiat, the casual stopping or hastening. 

Hath saved Ms, and destroyed it, hath cast down and built up fortunes. 

Commit thy trifles unto God, for to him is nothing trivial ; 

And it is but the littleness of man that seeth no greatness in a trifle. 

Afl things are infinite in parts, and the moral is as the material. 

Neither is any thing vast, but it is compacted of atoms. 

Thou art wise, and ajiiilt find comfort, if thou study thy pleasure in triflea. 

For slender joys, oilen repeated, fall as sunshine on the heart : 

Thou art wise, if thou beat off petty troubles, nor suffer their stinging to 

fret thee : 
Thrust not thine hand among tJie thorns, but with a leathern glove. 
Regard nothing lightly wliich the wisdom of Providence liath ordered ; 
And therefore, consider all things that happen unto thee or unto others. 
The warrior that stood against a host, may be pierced unlo death by a 

needle ; 
And the saint that fearetli not the fire, may perish the victim of a thought. 
A mote in the gunner's eye is as bad as a spike in the gun ; 
And the cable of a furlong is lost through an ill-wrought inch. 
The streams of small pleasures fill the lake of happiness : 
And the deepest wretchedness of hfe is conUnuance of petty pains. 
A fool observeth nothmg, an4 seemeth wise unto himself; 
A wise man heedeth all things, and in his own eyes is a fool : 
lie that woiidereth at nothing hath no capabilities of bliss ; 
But he tliat scrutinizolh trifles hath a store of pleasure to his hand. 
If pestilence stalk tlirough the land, yo say. This is God's doing; 
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-s it not also His doing, when an aphis creepcth on a rose-bud 3 — 

If an avalanche toll from its Alp, ye tremble at the will of Providence ; 

Is not that will concerned when the sear leaves fdl from the poplar ? — 

A thing ia great or little only to a mortal's thinking, 

But abstractod from the body, all things are alike important ; 

Tlie Ancient of Days noteth in his book the idle converse of a creature 

And liappy and wise is the man to whose thouglit exiscelh not a trifle. 



OF RECR.E ATION. 

To Join advantage to amosement, to gather profit with pleaaure, 

Is the wise man's necessary aim, when he lieth in tlie shade of recre 

For he cannot fling aside his mind, nor bar up the floodgates of his wisdom ; 
Yea, though he strain after folly, liis mental monitor shall check him : 
For knowledge and ignorance alike have laws essential to their being,— 
The sage studieth ainusoments, and the simple laughetli in his studies. 
Few, but full of understanding, are the books of the hbrary of God, 
And fitting for all seasons are the gain and the gladness they bastow ; 
The volume of mystery and Grace, for the hour of deep communings. 
When the soul considereth intensely tho startling marvel of itself; 
The book of destiny and Providence for the lime of sober stady. 
When the mind gleanetli wisdom from the olive grove of history ; 
And the cheerful pages of Nature, to gladden the pleasant holiday, 
Wiien the task of duty is complete, ajid tlie heart sweileth high with sa^ 

islaction. 
The soul may not safely dwell too long with the deep things of futurity; 
The mind may not always he bent back, like tlie Parthian, straining at tha 

past: (") 
And, if thou art wearied with wTeatling on the broad arena of science. 
Leave awhile thy fricndlyifoe, half vanquished in the dust, 
Refresh tJiy jaded limbs, return with vigour to tlie strife, — 
Thou shalt easier find thyself his master, for the vacant mterval of leisure. 

That which may profit and amuse is giithered from the volume of creation, 
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For every chapter therein teemeOi with tlie playfuhiess of wisdom. 

The elements of all things are the same, tliough nuture halli mixed them 

with a difference, 
And Learning delightetli to discover the affinity of seeming opposite^ : 
So out of great things and small draweth he the secrets of tlie universe, 
And argueth the cycles of the stars, from a pebble flung by a a child. 
It ia pleasant to note all plants, from the rush to the spreading cedar, 
Trom the giant king of palms, (") to the lichen that staineth its stem : 
To watch the workings of instinct, that grosser reason of brutes, — 
The river-horse browsing in tlie jiuigle, ilie plover screaming on tlia 

The cajTnan, basking on a mud-bank, and the walrus anchored to an 

iceberg. 
The dog at his master's feet, and the niilk-kitie lowing in the meadow; 
To trace iJie consummate skill that hath modelled (he anatomy of insccla, 
Smali fowls that sun their wings on the petals of wild flowers ; 
To learn a nse in tlie beetle, and more than a beauty in the butterfly ; 
To recognize afiection in a moth, and look with admiration on a spider. 
It is glorious to gaze upon the finnament, and see from far the mansions 

of llie blest. 
Each distant shining world, a kingdom for one of tlie redeemed ; 
To read the antique history of earth, stimiped upon those medals in the 

Which Design hath rescued from decay, to tell of tlie green infancy >f 

To gather from the unconsidered shingle mottled star-like agates. 

Full of uiisloried flowers in the bnbbhng bloom-chalcedony: 

Or gay and curious shells, fretted with microscopic carving. 

Corallines, and fresh seaweeds, spreading forth their delicate branches 

It is an admirable lore, to learn the cause in the change. 

To study the chemistry of Nature, her grand, but simple secrets. 

To search out all her wonders, to track the resources of her skill, 

To note her kind compensations, her unobtrusive oxoellenco. 

In all it is wise happiness to see the well-ordained laws of Jehovah, 

The liarmony tliat filleth all his mind, the Justice that lemperetli hi* 

bounty. 
The wonderful all-provalent analogy that testifioth one Creator, 
Tlie broad arrow of the Great King, carved on all the stores of his arsena*. 
But beware, worshipper of God, thou forget not bim in his dealings, 
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Though the hright emanations of his power hide him in created glory; 
For if, on tlie sea of knowledge, thou rogardcst not the pole-star of reli- 
gion, 
Thy bark will miss her port, and run upon the sandbar of foily : 
And if, enamoured of the means, thou considerest not the scope to which 

they tend. 
Wherein art lliou wiser than the child, tliat is pleased with toys and 

bauiiles ? 
Verily, a ti-ifling scholar, thou heedost but the letter of instruction : 
For as motive is spirit unto aclion, as memory endeareth place, 
Aa llie sun doth fertihze the earth, as affection quickeneth the heart, 
So is the remembrance of God in the varied wonders of creation. 

Mam hath found ont invenUons, to cheat hun of the weariness of life. 

To help him to forget realities, and hide the misery of guilt. 

For love of praise, and hope of gain, for passion and delusive happiness. 

He jouieth the circle of folly, and heapeth on tlie lire of excitement ; 

Oftentimes sadly out of heart at the tiresome insipidity of pleasure. 

Oftentimes labouring in vain, convinced of the palpable deceit ; 

Yet a man speaketh to liis brother, in the voice of glad congratulation, 

And thinketh others happy, though be himself be wretclied ; 

And hand joineth hand to help in the toil of amusement, 

While the secret aching heart is vacant of all but disappointment. 

The cheapest pleasures are the best ; and nothing is more costly than sin ; 

Yet we mortgage futurity, counting it hut hiJle loss ; 

Neither can a man delight in that which breedelh sorrow. 

Yet do we hunt for joy even in the tires that consume it. 

Whoso would find gladness may meet her in the hovel of povortj'. 

Where benevolence hath scattered around the gleanings of tlie hum of 

Whoso would sun himself in peace, may be seen of her m deeds of mercy, 
When the pale lean cheek of the destitute is wet with grateful tears. 
If the mind is wearied by study, or the body worn with sickness. 
It is well to lie fallow fot a while, in Hie ^-acancy of sheer amusement ; 
But when thou proapereat in health, and Ihine intellect can soar untired. 
To seek unia^lructive pleasure js to slumlier on the couch of indolence. 
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THE TRAIN OF RELIGION, 

Stay awhile, Ikon IjlossoJ band, be eiitroaleJ, daughters of iioaven ! 
VVbilc tlie chanco-fflet scholar of Wisdom leaniuth your sacred names : 
lie is resling a little from his t<H), yet a little on the borders of earth. 
And fain would he have yon his friends, to bid him glad welcome hereafter. 
Who among the glorious art thou, that walkest a Goddess and a Queen, 
Thy crown of living stars, and a golden cross thy sceptre 1 
Who among Sowers of loveliness is she, tliy seeming herald. 
Yet she boasteth not thee nor herself, and her garments are plain in tlieir 

neatness? 
Wherefore is there one among the train, whose eyes are red wilh weeping, 
Vet is her open forehead beaming witli the sun of ecstasy ? 
And who is that blood-stained warrior, with glory sitting on his crest T 
And who that solemn sage, calm In majestic dignity ? 
Also, in the iengtliemng troop see I some claii in robes of trinmph, 
Whoso fair and sunny faces I have known and loved on earth : 
Welcome, ye glorified Loves, Graces, and Sciences, and Muses, 
That, like sisters of charity, tended in this world's hospital ; 
Welcome, for verily I knew, ye could not but ho children of the light. 
Though earth hath soiled your robes, and robbed you of half your glory ; 
Welcome, chiefly welcome, for I find I have friends in heaven. 
And some 1 might scarce liave looked for, as thou, light-hearted Mirth ; 
Thou, also, Etor-robed Urania; and thou, with the curious glass. 
That rejoicedst in trackmg wisdom where the eye was too dull to note it j 
And art thou too among the blessed, mild, much injured Poetry J 
Who quickenest witli light and beauty the leaden face of matter. 
Who not unheard, tliough silent, fillest eaitli's gardens wilh music. 
And not unseen, though a spmt, dost look down upon us from the stars,— 
That liast been to me for oil and for wine, to cheer and uphold my sod. 
When wearied, battling with the surge, the stunning surge of life : 
Of tliee, for well have I loved ihee, of thee may I ask m hope. 
Who among the glorious is she, that walkelh a Goddess and a Queen ? 
And who that fair-hiurcd herald, and who that weeping saint? 
And who that mighty warrior, and who that solemn sage ? 

Soil, happy art tiiou that Wisdom hatli led llicc liithcrward j 



Hosted by Google 



€8 rROVEREIAL PIIILOSOPHV. 

Pot, otherwise never hadst Ihou known the joy-giving name of our Qoean. 
Uehold her, the life of men, the anchor of their shipwreclted hopes : 
Uehdd her, the shepherdess of souls, who bringeth hack the wanderers to 

And for that modest herald, she is named on earth. Humility : 

And Fiast thou not Itnown, my son, the tearful face of Repentance 7 

Faith is yon time-scarred hero, walking in the shade of his laurels ; 

And Reason, the serious sage, who followelh the footsteps of Fdth : 

And we, all we, are but handmaids, ministers of minor bliss, 

\Vlio rejoice to be counted servants in the train of a Que«i so glorious. 



Itut for her n; 



1, it is strange to tJic language of heaven, 



ir those who have never fallen need not and may not learn it . 
Liegeance we sware to our God, and liegeance well have we kept ; 
IE is only the band of the redeemed who caji tell thee the ftilhiess of thjt 

name; (") 
Vet will 1 comfort Ihee, my son, for tlie love wherewitJi thou hast lovod 

And thou Shalt touch for thyself the golden sceptre of Religion. 

So that hieaacd train passed by me ; but the vision was scaled upon my 

And its memory is shrined in fragrance, for the promise of tlie Spirit was 

I learn from the silent poem of all creation round me, 
How beautiful tlioir feet, who follow in that train. 



OF A TRINITY. ('=) 

DESPisE not, shrewd reckoner, the God of a good man's worship, 
Meitlier let thy calculating folly gainsay the unity of three ; 
Nor scorn another's creed, although he cannot solve thy doubts ; 
lieoson is the follower of faith, where he may not be precursor : 
it is written, and so we believe, waiting not for outward proof, 
rnnsmnch as mysteries inscrutable are the clear prerogatives of Godhead. 
l;eason hath uotliing positive, faith hath nothing doubtful ; 
And the height of unbellovinK wisdom is to question all tilings. 
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When there is marvel in a doctrine, faih is joyful and niloreth ; 

But when all is clear, wliot place is left for faith ? 

'fell mo the sum of tliy knowledge, — is it yet assured of anj thing 7 

Despise not what is wonderful, when all things are wonderful around thee. 

From the multitude of hke effects, thou sayeet, behold a law ; 

And the matter thou art baffled in unmaking, is to thy mind an element. 

Then look abroad, I pray thee, for analogy holdcth every where, 

And the filaker hath slamped his name on every creature of his hand: 

1 knov^ not of a matter or a spirit, that ia not three in one, 

And truly should account jt fora marvel, a coin without the image of Us 

Man lalketh of himaelf as ignorant, but judgelh by himself as wise : 

His own guess counteth he trnlh, but the notions of another are hia scorn. 

But hear thou yet with a brother, whose thought may be less subtle than 

And suffer the passing spcculaljon suggested by analogies to faitli. 

Like begettetli like, and the great sea of Existence 

In each of its imcounted waves holdeth up a mirror to its Maker : 

Iiike begetteth like, and the spreading tree of being 

With each of its trefoil leaves pointeth at the trinity of God. 

Let him whose eyes have been unfilmed, read this homily in all things, 

And liioa, of duller sight, despise not him that readath : 

There be throe grand principles ; hfe, generation, and obedience ; 

Shadowing in every creature, the Spirit, and the Father, and the Son. 

There he three grand unities, variously n^ed in trinities. 

Three catholic divisors of the million sums of matter : 

Yea, though science hath not seen it, climbing the ladder of experiment, 

Let faith, in the presence of her God, promulgate tlie mighty Itulli. 

Of tliree sole elements all nature's woi'ka consist: 

The pine, and liie rock to wliich it chngctli, and tlie eagle sailing around itJ 

The lion, and the northern whale, and the deeps wherein he sporteth ; 

The lizard sleejMng In the sun ; the liglrtnir.g flasliing from a cloud ; 

Tlie rose, and the_ruby, and tho pearl ; each one is made of Ihree ; 

And tlie three be tho like ingredionls, mingled in diverse measures. 

Tiiysolf hast witliin thyself body, and Ufe, and mind r 

Matter, and breatli, and instinct, unite in all beas. of tho field ; 

Substance, coherence and weight, fashion the fabnjs of the earth; 

The 'vill, tlie doin^^ and the deeil, combine to frame a fact; 



Hosted by Google 



70 PIIOVEREIAL PfllLOSOPHY. 

The Btem, the leaf, and the flower ; heghmlng, middle, and end ; 
CauHe, circumstance, consequent ; and every three is one. 
Yea, the very breath of man's life consistelh of a trinity of vapours, 
And the noonday light is a compound, tlie triune shadow of Jehovah, (' ) 

Shall all things else be m mystery, and God alone he understood ? 

Shall finite fathom infinity, though it sound not the shallows of creation 1 

Shall a man compreliend his Maker, being yet a riddle to himself! 

Or time teach the lesson that eternity cannot master 1 

If God be nothing more than one, a child can compass the thought ; 

But seraphs fail to unravel the wondrous unity of three. 

One verily He is, for there cm be but one who is all-mighty ; 

Yet the oracles of nature and religion proclaim Him three m one. 

And where were the value to thy soul, miserable denizen of earth. 

Of the idle pageant of the cross, where liung no sacrifice for Ihee ? 

Where the worth to thine impolent heart, of that stirred Bethesdn, 

All nnmbed and palsied as it is by tlie scorpion stings of sin ? 

No, thy trinity of nature, enchdned by treble death, 

Helplessly craveth of its God, himself for three salvations ; 

The soul to be reconciled in love, the mind to be glorified in hght, 

While this poor dying body Icapeth into life. 

And if indeed for us all the costly ransom hath been paid. 

Bethink thee, could less than Deity have owned so vast a treasure 7 

Could a man contend with God, and statid against the bosses of His buckler, 

Rendering the balance for guilt, atonement to the uttermost 1 

rhou art subtle to tiiino own thinking, but wisdom judgeth thee a fool. 

Resolving thou wilt not bow the knee to a Being thou canst not compre- 

The mind that could compass perfection were itself perfection's equal ; 
And reason refuseth its homage to a God who can be fully ncderstood. 

Thou that despisest mystery, yet canst expound nothing, 

Wlierefore vejectest thou the fact that solveth the enigma of all things ? 

Wherefore veilest thou thine eyes, lest the light of revelation sun them. 

And pnttest aside the key that would open the casket of truth 7 

The mind and the nature of God is slmdowod in all his works. 

And none could have guessed of his essence, had He not uttered it himself. 

Therefore, thou cltild of folly, that scomest the record of his wisdom, 

I^am from the consistencies of nature the needful miracle of Godheadi 
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Yea, let the heathen be thy teacher, who adoreth many gods, 

For Ihere is no wide-spread en'or that hath not truth for ila beginning. 

Be content ; thine eye cannot see all tlie sides of a cube at one Tiew, 

Nor thy raind in the self-same moment follow two ideas : 

There are now many marvels in thy creed, believing what thou seest. 

Then let not the conceit of intellect hinder thee from worsliipping mystery. 



OF THINKING. 

REFLECTmN is a flower of the mind, giving outwholeaomn fragrance. 

But reverie is the same (lower, when r^k and running to seed. 

Better to read little with thought, than much With levity and quickness 

For mind is not as merchandise, whieh decreasetli m the using. 

But hker to the pssiona of man, which rejoice and expand in exertion : 

Yet live not wholly on thine own ideas, lost they lead thee astray ; 

For in spirit, as in substance, thou art a social creature ; 

And if thon leanest on thyself, thou rejectest the gradance of thy betters. 

Yea, thou contemnest all men,— Am I not wiser than they ? 

FooUsh vanity hath blinded thee, and warped tliy weak judgment ; 

For, though new ideas flow .'rom now springs, and enrich the treasury of 

knowledge. 
Yet listen often, ere thou thiuk much ; and look aroand thee ere thou 

judgest. 
Bfemory, the daugter of Attention, is the teeming mothsr of Wisdom, 
And safer is he (hat storelh knowledge, than lie that would make it for 



Imagination is not thought, neither is fancy refletiion r 

Thought paceth liite a hoary sage, but imagination hath wings as an f 

Reflection sternly considereth, nor is sparing to condemn evil. 

But fancy hghtly laugheth, m the sun-clad garden of amusement. 

For the shy game of the fowler the quickest shot is the surest ; 

But with slow care and measured ami the gunner pointelh his canno 

So for all less occasions, the surface thought is best. 

But to be master of the great take thou heavier metal. 

It is a good thing, and a wliolesoaio, to searcli out bosom sins. 
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Bnt to be the hero of aelfish imaginings, is iJie subtle poison of priiie: 
At night, in the stillness of iJij chamber, guard and curb tiiy thoughts, 
And ia recounting the doings of the day, beware that thou do it with prayei', 
Or ihinkiog will be an idle pleasure, and retrospect yieid no fruiL 
Steer Ihe bark of thy mind from the syrea isle of reverie, 
And let a watchful spirit mingle with the glance of recollection : 
Also, in examining thine heart, in sounding the fountain of thine actions. 
Be more careful of the evil than of the good; aiiiHiumblelbjaolf inthy sin. 

The root of all wholesome tliought is knowledge of tliyself, 

For thus only canst thou leani the character of God toward thee. 

He maile Ihee, and thou art ; he redeemed thee, and thou wilt be : 

Thou art evil, yet he loveth thee ; thou sinnest, yet he pardoneth thee. 

Though thou canst not perceive him, yet is he in all his works, 

Infinite in grand outline, infinite in minute pcrfocBon ; 

Nature is the cliart of God, mapping out all his attributes; 

Art is the shadow of his wisdom, and copieth his resources. 

Thou knowest the laws of matter to be emanations of his will. 

And thy best reason for aught is this, — thou, Lord, would have it so. 

Yea, whafis any law bnt an absolute decree of God 7 

Or Ihe properties of matter and mind, but the arbitrary fiats of Jehovah t 

Ho made and ordained necessity ; he forged the chiun of reason ; 

And holdeth in his own right hand the firat of the gulden links. 

A fool regardeth mind as the spiritual essence of matter. 

And not rather matter as the gross accident of mind. 

Can finite govern infinite, or a part exceed the whole, 

Or the wisdom of God sit down at the feet of innate necessity 7 

Necessity is a creature of his hand ; for He can never change ; 

And chance hath no existence where every thing is needful. 

Canst thou measure Oitnipolence, canst thou conceive Ubiquity, 

Which guideth the meanest reptile, and quickeneth the briglitest sentph, 

Which ateereth the particles of dust, and commandeth the path of the 

comet ? 
To Him all things are equal, for all things are necessary. 
The smith is weary at his forge, and weldeth the metal carelessly. 
And the anchor breakoth in its bed, and (he vessel foumJereth with he* 

A word of anger is niullercil, engendering the midiiiyiit murder : 



Hosted by Google 



OF TIIINKIKG. 73 

The snn burstelh from a cloud, anil maddeneth the toiling husbandman. 

Shall these things be, and God not know !t ? 

ShaU he know, and not be in them ? sliall he me, and not be among them I 

And how can thej be othenvise than as he knowelh 1 

Truly, the Lord is in all things ; verily, he worketh in all. 

Think thua, and thy tJiouglits are firm, ascribing each circumstance lo 

Him; 
Yet know aurely, and believe the tnilh, that God wiUeth not evil : 
For adversities are blessings in disguise, and wickedness the Lord at- 

horreth : 
Tlmt he is in all things is an axiom, and that he is righteous in all ; 
Ascribe holiness to Him, while thou miisest on the mystery of sin, 
For infinite can grasp that which finite cannot compass. 

In works of art, think justly : what praise canst thou render unto man ? 
For he made not his own mind, nor is he tlie scourcG of contrivance. 
If a cunning workman maketh an engine tliat fashioneth curious works. 
Which hath the praise, the machine or its maker,— -the engine, or he that 

framed it ? 
And could he frame it so subtly as to give it a will and freedom-, 
Endow it with complicalod powers, and a glorious Uviof soul, 
Wio, while he admireth the wondrous understanding creature. 
Will not pay deeper homage to the Maker of master minds ? 
Otherwise, thou art senseless as the pagan, that adoreth his outi handi- 

Yea, wliile thou boastest of thy wisdom, thy mind is as the mind of the 

For he boweth down to his idols, and thou art a worshipper of self. 
Giving to liie reaaonbg macliino the credit due to its Creator. 

The keystone of thy mind, to give thy thoughts solidity. 
To bind them as in an arch, to fix tlicm as a world in its sphere, 
la to leam from the book of the Lord, to drink from the wel! of his wisdom. 
IVlio can condense the sun, or analyze the fullness of the Bible, 
So that its ideas be gathered, and the harvest of its wisdom be brought in ? 
That book is easy to the man who sellcth his heart to understand it. 
But to the careless and profane it shall seem the foolislincss of God ; 
And it is a delicate test to prove tliy moral state ; 

To the humble disciple It is bread, hut a stone to the proud and nn- 
believing : 
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A scomer shall find nothiog but the husks, wherewith to feed hk Imager 

But for the soul of tlia simple, it is plenty of full-ripe wheat. 

The Scripture abideth the same ia the sober majesty of truth ; 

And the differing aspecte of its teaching proceed from diversity in miniU. 

He that would learn to think may gaia that knowledge there ; 

For the living word, as an angel, standeth at the gate of wisdom, 

And poblisheth, This is the way, walk ye snreTy in it. 

Religion taketh by the hand the humble pupl of repenlance, 

And teacheth him lessons of mystery, solving the questions of doubt ; 

She maketh man worthy of himself, of his high prerogative of reason, 

Threadelh all tho labyrinths of thought, and leadeth him to his God. 

Come hither, cliild of meditaOon, upon whose high fair foreliead 

GHttereth the star of mind in its unearthly lustre. 

Hast thou nonght to tell na of thine airy joys, — 

When home on sinewy pinions, strong as the western condor, 

The Boul, alter soarmg for a while round the cloud-capped Andes ot 

reflection. 
Glad in its conscious immortality, leaveth a world behind. 
To dare at one bold flight the broad Atlantic to another 7 
Biast thou no secret pangs to whisper common men. 
No dread of thine own energies, still active, day and night, 
test too ecstatic heat auhlime thyself away. 
Or vivid horrors, sharp and clear, madden thy tense fibres 1 
In half-shaped visions of sleep hast thou not feared thy flittings, 
Lest reason, hke a raking hawk, retnrn not to thy call ; 
Nor waked to work-day lifo with throbbing head and heart. 
Nor welcomed early dawn to save thee from unrest 7 
For the wearied spirit lieth as a fainting miuden. 
Captive and borne away on the warrior's foam-covered stocd. 
And sinketh down wounded as a gladiator on the sand, 
While the keen falchion of Intellect is cutting through the scabbard of Kho 

Ima^nation, like a shadowy giant looming on the twilight of the Hartz, 
Shall overwhelm Judgment with affright, and scare him from his throne ; 
In a dream thou mayst be mad, and feel the fire within Ihee ; 
In a dream thou mayst travel out of self, and see thee with the eyes ol 

another ; 
Or sleep in thine own corpse ; or wake as in many bodies ; 
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Or swell, Bs expanded to infinity ; or shrin]:, as imprisoned to a point ; 
Or among moss-grown ruins may wander witli the sullen disemixxlied. 
And gaze upon tlieir glassy eyes until tliy lieart-iilood freeie. 

Alone must thou stand, O man ! alone at tlie Ijar of judgment ; 
Alone must tliou liear tliy sentence, alone must thou answer for thy deeds ; 
Therefore it is well then retirest often to secrecy and solitude. 
To feel that thoa art accountable separately from thy fellows : 
For a crowd hideth truth from the eyes, society drowneth tliought. 
And, being but one among many, sdfleth tlie eludings of conscience. 
Solitude bringcth woe to the wicked, for his crimes are told out in his ear J 
But addeth peace to the good, for the mercies of his God are numhored. 
Thou mayst know if it be well with a man, — loveth he gayety or solitude 7 
For the troubled river rusheth to the sea, but the calm lalie slumbereth 

among the mountains. 
How dear to the mind of the sage are the thoughts that are bred in 

loneliness. 
For there is as it were music at hia heart, and he talketh witliin Mm as 

with friends : 
But guilt maddeneth the brain, and terror glareth in the eye. 
Where, in his solitary cell, the malefactor wrestleth with remorse. 
Give me but a lodge in the wilderness, drop me on an island in tlie desert, 
And thought shall yield me happiness, though I may not increase it by 

imparling ; 
For the soul never slumbereth, but is as the eye of the Eternal, 
And, mind, the breath of God, knoweth not ideal vacuity : 
At night, after weariness and watching-, the body sinkelh into sleep, 
Bot the mental eye is awake, and thou reasonest in thy dreams : 
In a dream thou mayst live a lifetime, and all be forgotten in the morning ; 
Even such is life, and so soon perishelh its memory. 



OF SPEAKING. 

Speech is the golden harvest that followeth the flowering of thought ; 
Yet oftentimes runneth it lo husk, and the grains bo withered and scanty. 
Speech is reason's la-othor and a kingly prerogative of man. 
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That likeneth him to his Maker, who spake, anil it was done : 

Spirit may mingle with spirit, hut sense requireth a symbol ; 

And speech ia the body of a thought, without wliich it were not seen. 

When thou walkest,maaiiig with thyself, in llie green aisles of the forea^ 

Utter thy tJiinkings alotul, ^ia.t they take a shape and heing ; 

For he that pondereth in silence crowdeth the atorehoaso of his mind, 

And though he have heaped great riohea, yet is he hindered in the using. 

A man that speaketh too little, and thinketh mnch and deeply, 

Corrodeth his own heait-strings, and keepeth hack good from his fello^vs ? 

A man that speaketh too much, and museth but little end lightly, 

Wastelh his mind in words, and is counted a fool among men : 

But thou, when thoQ hast thought, weave charily the web of meditation, 

And clothe the ideal spirit in the suitable garments of speech. 

Uttered out of lime, or concealed in its season, good savonreth of evil ; 

To be secret looketh like guilt, to speak out may breed contention ; 

(Men have I known the honest heart, flaming with indignant virtue. 

Provoke unneeded war by its rash ambassador, the tongue : 

Often have I seen the charitable man go bo slyly on his mission. 

That those who met him in the twilight, took him for a skulking thief: 

I have heard the zealous youth telling out his holy secrcta 

Before a swinish throng, who mocked him as he spake ; 

And I considered, hia openness was hardening them that mocked, 

Whereas, a judicious keeping-back might have won their sympathy ; 

X have judged rashly and harshly the hand liberal in the dark, 

Becanse in the broad daylight it hath holden it a virtue to be close ; 

And the silent tongae hare I condemned, because reserve hath chained it, 

That it hid, yea from a brother, the kindness it had done by comforting. 

No need to sound a trumpet, but less to hush a footfall : 

Do thou thy good openly, not as though the doing were a crime. 

Secrecy goelh cowled, and Honesty demandeth, Wherefore ? 

For he judgefh, — judgelh he not well ? — that nothing need he hid but 

guilt; 
Why should thy good be evil spoken of ttoough thine unrighteous silence ? 
If thou art challenged, speak, and prove the good thou doest. 
The free e sample of benevolence, unobtruded, yet unbidden, 
Soundeth in the ears of sloth, Go, and do thou likewise ; 
And I wot the hypocrite's sin to be of darker dyo, 
Because the good man, fearing, thereby hideth his light ; 
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But neither God nor man hath hid thee cloak Ihy g 
When a aeasonable word would set thee in thy sph 

thy brightness. 
Ascribe the honour to thy Lord, but be thou jealom 
No th k t lifrht and wortliless, because thou mayst r 

thy If 
R ra n h tl j graniS prerogative is free unshaclded utterance. 
And Buile not the floodgatea of Eecrecy to lock the full t 



Come, I » ill show thee aa affliction, unnumbered among tliis world's 

sorrows. 
Yet real, and iveariaome, and constant, embittering the cup of life. 
There he, who can think within themaelves, and the fire bumelh at their 

And eloquence waiteth at their lips, yet they speak not with their tongue : 

There be, whom zeal quickeneth, or slander stirreth to reply, 

Or need constraineth to ask, or pity sendelh as her messengers. 

But nen'ous dread and sensitive shame freeze the current oC their speech : 

The mouth is sealed as with lead, a cold weight pressetli on the heart. 

The mocking promise of power is once more broken in performance, 

And they stand impotent of word^, trnvailing with unboni thoughts : 

Courage is cowed at the portal : wisdom is widowed of utterance ; 

Ho tliat went to comfort is pitied ; he that should rebuke, is silent. 

And fools who might listen and learn, stand by to look and laugh ; 

While friends, with kinder eyes, wound deeper by compassion. 

And thouglit, finding not a vent, smouldereth, gnawing at the heart, 

And the man slnketh in his sphere, for hick of empty sounds. 

There be many cares and sorrows thou hast not yet considered. 

And well may tliy soul rejoice in the fair privilege of speech ; 

For at every turn to want a word,— thou canst not guess that want j 

It is as lack of breath or bread : life hath no grief more galhng. 

Come, I will tell thee of a joy, which the parasites of pleasure have not 
knoH-n, 

Though eartli, and air, and sea, have gorged all the appetites of sense. 

Behold, what fire is in his eye, what fervour on his cheek ! 

That glorious burst of winged words ! — how bound they from his tongue ! 

The full expression of the mightv thought, the strong triumphant argu- 
ment. 
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The rush of native eloquence, resistless as Niagara, 

The keen demand, the clear reply, the fine poolJo image, 

The nice analogy, the clenching fact, the metaphor bold and free, 

ITie graap of concentrated intellect, wielding the omnipotence of truth, 

The grandenr of his speech, in his majesty of mind ! 

Champion of the right,— patriot, or priest, or pleader of the innocent 

Upon whose lips the mystic bee hath droped the honey of persuasion, (") 
Whose heart lad tongue have been touched, as of old, by the live coal 

from the altar, 
How wide the spreadmg of thy peace, how deep tlie draught of thy 

pleasures ! 
To hold the multitude as one, breathing in measured cadence, 
A thousand men with flashing eyes, wailing upon thy will ; 
A thousand hearts kindled by thee with oonaecrated lire, 
Ten flaming spiritual hecatombs offered on the mount of God : 
And now a pause, a thrilling pause, — they live but in thy words, — 
Thou hast broken the bounds of self, aa the Nile at its rising, 
Thon art expanded into them, one faith, one hope, one spirit. 
They breathe but in thy breath, their minds are passive unto thine, 
Thou tnmest the key of their love, bending their affectirais to thy purpose, 
And all, in sympathy with thee, tremble with tumultuous emotions. 
Verily, O man, witli truth for thy theme, eloquence shall throne thee with 
archangels. 



OF READING. 

HsaniJ talents for a true iriond :- 

Yea, were tlie diamonds of Golconda common as sliingics on the shore, 

A ripe apple would ransom kings before a shining stone : 

And so, were a wbolei=ome hook as rare as an honest friend. 

To choose the book be mine : the friend let another take. 

l''or altered looks and JeiJousies and fears have none entrance tliere : 

'I'ha silent volimie listeneth well, and speaketh when thou hstest : 
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It praiseth thy goocl without envy, it chideth thine evil wiliout malice. 

It is to thee fhy waiting slave, and thine unhenditig teacher. 

Need to humour no caprice, need to bear with no infirmity ; 

Thy sin, thy slander, or neglect, chilleth not, quencheth not, its love ; 

Unalterahly speaketh it the truth, warped not ty error nor interest ; 

For a good book Is the best of friends, the same to-dHy and for ever. 

To draw thee out of self, thy petty plans and cautions. 

To teach thee what thou lackest, to tell thee how largely thou art blest, 

To lure thy thought from sorrow, to feed thy famished minit, 

To graft another's wisdom on thee, pruning thine own folly ; 

Choose discreetly, anil well digest the volume most suited to thy case, 

Touching not religion with levity, nor deep things when thou art wearied. 

Thy mind is freshened hy mommg air, gmpple with science and pM- 

losophy ; 
Noon hath unnerved thy thoughts, ([ream for a while on fictions ; 
Gray evening soberath thy spirit, walk thou then with worshippers ; 
But reason shall dig deepest in the night, ond fancy fly most free. 
O bookiS, ye raonutnents of mind, concrete wisdom of the wisest ; 
Sweet solaces of daily life ; proofs and results of immortality ; 
Trees yielding all fruila, whose leaves are for the heating of the nations. 
Groves of knowledge, v.-here all may eat, nor fear a flaming sword ; 
Gentle comrades, kind advisers ; friends, comforts, treasures ; 

Helps, governments, diversities of tongues ; who uan weigh your worth ? 

To walk no longer with the just ; to he driven from the porch of science . 
To bid long adieu to those intimate ones, poets, philosophers, and teacliers ;' 
To see no record of Ihe sympathies which bind thee in communion with 

tlie good ; 
To be thrust from the (set of Him, who spake sa never man spake ; 
To have no avenue to heaven but the dim (usle of supersUtion ; 
To live as an Esquunaux, in lethargy ; to die as tlie Mohawk, in igno- 

O what were life, but a blank ? what were death, but a terror ? 
Wliat were man, but a burden to himself ? what were mind, but misery 7 
Yea, let another Omar burn the full library of knowledge, (") 
And the broad world may perish in tlie fL'mes, offered on the ashes of its 
wisdom ! 
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OF WRITING. 



The pen of a ready writer, whereunto shaE it be likened ? 

Ask of the soliolar, he shall know,— to the chains that bind a Pjofeus : 

Ask of the poet, he shall say, — to the sun, the lamp of heaven ; 

Ask of thy neighbour, he can answer, to the friend that telleth my thought : 

The merchant considereth it well, as a ship freighted with wares; 

The divine holdeth it a miracle, giving utterance to the dumb. 

[t fixeth, expoundeth, and disseminateth sentiment ; 

Chaining up a thought, clearing it of mystery, and sending it bright into 

the world. 
To think Tightly, is of knowledge ; to speak fluently, is of nature ; 
To read witli profit, is of care ; but to write aptly, is of practice. 
No talent among men hath more scholars and fewer masters ; 
For to write is to speak beyond hearing, and none stand by to expl^. 
To be accurate, write; toremember, write; toknow thine own mind, write; 
And a written prayer is a prayer of faith ; special, sure, and to beanswered. 
Ilast thou a thought upon thy brain, catch it while thou canst ; 
Or other thoughts shall settle there, and (his shall soon take wing : 
Thine uncompoiuided unity of soul, which argueth and makelh it immortal, 
Yieldeth up its momentary self to eveiy single thought ; 
Therefore, to husband thine ideas, and give them slalnlity and subslanc« 
Write often for thy secret eye : so shalt thou grow wiser. 
The commonest mind is full of thoughts ; some worthy of the rarest ; 
And could it see them fawly writ, would wonder at its wealth, 
O precious compensation to the dumb, to write his wants and wishes ! 
dear amends to the stammering tongue, to pen his burning thoughts ! 
To be of the college of Eloquence, through these silent symbols ; 
To pour out all the flowing mind without the toil of speech ; 
To show the babbling worid how it might discourse more sweetly ; 
To prove that merchandise of words bringeth no monopoly of wisdom ; 
To take sweet vengeance on a prating crew, for the tongue's dishonour, 
]!y tihe large triumph of the pen, the homage rendered to a writing. 
With such, that telegraph of mind Is dearer than wealth or wisdom. 
Enabling to please without pain, to impart without humiliation. 

Fair girl, whose eye hath caught the rustic penmanship of love. 
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Let Ihy bright bow and blushing cheek confess m this sweet houfy— 
I«t thy full heart, poor guilty one, whom (he ecroE of pardon hath just 

reached, — 
Thy wet glad face, O mother, nn'th news of a far-off child,— 
Thy strong and manly delight, pilgrim of other shores. 
When the dear voice of thy belrotliod speakethin the letferof affection. — 
Let the young poet esidting m his lay, and hope (how Eilse) of fame. 
While, watching at deep midnight, he baildclh up the verse, — 
Lot the calm child of genins, whoae name shall never die. 
For that the transcript of his mind hath made his thoughta immortal, — 
l^t these, lot all, with no fahit )>raise, with no light gratitude, confess 
Tiie blessings poured upon the earth from the ptn of a ready writer. 

Moreover, llieir preciousness in absence is proved by the desire of llit'ir 

presence : 
When the despairing lover waiteth day after day. 
Looking for it word in reply, one word writ by tliat hand. 
And curaing bitterly the mom ushered in by blank disappointment : 
Or when the long-looked-for answer argueth a cooling friend. 
And the mind is plied suspiciously with dark inesplicable doubts. 
While thy wounded heart counteth its imaginary scars. 
And thou art the innocent and injured, that friend the capricious and in 

fault : 
Or when the earnest petition, that craveth for thy needs 
Unheeded, yea, unopened, torturelh with starving delay : 
Or when the silence of a son, who would have written of his welfare, 
Racketh a father's bosom with sharp-cutting fears : 
For a letter, timely writ, is a rivet lo llie chain of affection. 
And a letter untunely delayed, is as rust to the solder, 
The pen, flowing with love, or dipped black in hate. 
Or tipped with delicate courtesies, or harshly edged with censure, 
Hath quickened more good than the sun, more evil than the sword. 
Store joy than woman's smile, more woe tlian frowning fortune ; 
And shouldst thou ask my judgment of that which hath most profit in the 

For answer take thou this, The prudent penning of a letter, 

Thou hast not lost an hour, whereof there ia a. record ; 

A written thought at midnight shall redeem Ihi; livelong day. 
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Idea is a shadow that depaitetli, speech is fleeting as tlie «.-inil, 

Reading is an unreniembcrcd pastime ; hut a writing is eternal : 

For therein tlie dead heart liveth, the claj-cold tongue is eloquent, 

And the quick eye of the reader is cleared by the reed of the scrihe. 

As a fossil in the rock, or a coin in the mortar of a ruin, 

So the Bymholled thoughts tell of a departed sou] r 

The pbstic hand hath its witness in a statue, and exactitude of lisio 

And so, the mind, that was among us, in its writings is embalmed. 



OF WEALTH. 

Probigalitt hath a sister Meanness, his fixed antagonist hoart^fellow. 
Who often outliveth the short career of the brother she despiseth : 
She hath lean lips and a sharp look, and her eyes are red and hungry ; 
But she sloueheth at his gait, and his mouth speakelh loosely and maudlin. 
Let a spendlhrifl grow to be old, he will set his heart on saving, 
And labour to build up by penury that which extravagance threw down ; 
Even so, with most men, do riches earn themselves a double curse ; 
They are ill-got by tight dealing : they are iil-spent by loose squandering. 
Give me enough, sailh Wisdom ; — for he fearcth to ask for more ; 
And that by the sweat of my brow, addelh stout-hearted Independence : 
Give me enough, and not less, for want is leagued with the tempter ; 
Poverty shall make a man desperate, and hurry him ruthless mto crime ; 
Give me enough, and not more, saving for the children of distress ; 
Wealth ofitimes Mlleth, where want but hindereth the hudding : 
There is green glad summer near the pole, though brief and after Jong 

But the burnt breasts of the torrid zone yield never kindly nourishment. 
Wouldst thou be poor, scatter to the rich, — and reap the lares of ingratitude; 
Wouldst thou be rich, give unto the poor ;— thou shalt have thine own 

with usury : 
For the secret hand of Providence proaperefh the charitable all ways. 
Good luck ehal! he have in his pursuits, and his heart shall be glad within 
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Yet perchance he never shall perceive, that even as to earthly gams. 
The cause of hia weal, as of his joy, hath been small giviags to the poor. 

In the plain of Benares is there found a root that fathereth a forest. 

Where round the parent banian-tree drop its living scions ; 

Tliiratily they strain to the earth, like stalactites in a grotto, 

And strike broad roots, and branch again, lengthening their cool arcades. 

And the dervish madly dancetb there, and the faquir is torturing his flesh. 

And the calm Brahmin worshippcth the sleek and pampered bull ; 

At the base lean Jackalls coil, while from above depending 

With dull malignant stare watcheth the branch-like boa. 

Even so, in man's heart is a sin that is the root of all evil ; 

Wliosa tibres strangle tlie affections, whose branches overgrow the mind : 

And oflenest beneath its shadow thou shalt meet distorted piety, — 

The clenched and rigid fist, with the eyes upturned to heaven. 

Fanatic zeal with miserly severity, a mixture of gain with godliness. 

And him, against whom pasdon hath no power, kneeling to a golden calf; 

The hungry hounds of extortion are there, the bond, and the mortgage, 

and the writ. 
While the appetite for gold, unsl umbering, watcheth to glut its maw : — 
And the heart, so tenanted and shaded, is cold to all things else ; 
[t aeeth not the sunshine of heaven, nor is warmed by the light of charity. 

For covetousnesa disbolieveth God, and laiighoth at the rights of men ; 
Spurring unto theft and lying, and tempting to the poison and the knife ; 
It sundereth the bonds of love, and quickeneth the flames of hate ; 
A curse that shall wither (he brain, and case the heart with iron. 
Content is tlie true riches, for without it there is no sa^sfying, 
Dut a ravenous all-devouring hunger gniweth the vitals of the soul. 
The wise manknowethwhere to stop, as he runneth in the race of fortune. 
For experience of old hath taught him that happiness lingereth midway ; 
And many in hot pursuit have hasted to the goal of wealth, 
But have lost, as they ran, those apples of gold,— the mind and the power 

There is no greater evil among men than a testament framed with injustice ; 
Where caprice hath guided the boon, or dishonesty refused what was duo. 
Generous is the robber on llie highway, in the open daring of his guilt. 
To the secret coward, whose malice livetli and harmeth after him : 
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Who smoothly sank into the tomb with the smile of fraud upon hia face. 
And the last Mack deed of bis existence was injury without redress ; 
For deaf is iJie ear of tlie dead, and can hear no palljaling reasons ; 
The Biniter is not among the living, and Right pleadelh but in vain. 
Yet shall the curse of the oppressed be as blight upon the gi-aye of ths 

unjust; 
Yea, bitterly shall that handwriting testify agabst him at the jnilgmenL 
I saw tho humble relation that tended the peevishness of wealth. 
And ministered with kind hand to the ^vailings of disease and discontent ; 
I noted how watchfuiness and care were feeduig on the marrow of her 

How heavy was the yoke of dependence, loaded by petty tyranny ; 

Yet I heard the frequent siiggestaon,^ — it can be but a little longer. 

Patience and mate submission shall one day reap a rich reward. 

So, tacitly enduring much, waited that homble friend, 

Putdng off the lover of her youth until the daivn of wealth ; 

And it came, tliat day of relonso, and the freed heart could not sorrow. 

For now were the years of promise to yield their golden harveet ; 

Hope, so long deferred, sickly sparkled m her eye, 

The miserable past was forgotten, as alie looked for the happier future. 

And she checited, as unworthy and nngrateful, the dark, suspicioua 

thought. 
That perchance her right had been the safer, if not loft alone with honour ; 
But, alas, the sad knowledge soon came, that lier stem task-master's will 
Halh rewarded her toil wiih a jibe, her patience with utter destitutiou !— 
Shall not the scourge of justice lash that cruel coward, 
Who minglad the gall of mgratitude with the bitterness of disappointment , 
Sliall not the hate of men, and vengeance, fiercely pursuing, 
Hunt down tiie wretched bomg that sinnoth in his grave ? 
He lanoied his idol aolf safe from the wrath of liis fellows, 
But Hades rose as he came m, to point at him the finger of scorn ; 
And ogmn must ho meet that orphan-maid to answer her, face to face, 
And her wrongs shall chng around his neck, to liinder him from rising 

with the just : 
For his last most solemn act hath linked his name with liar, 
And the crime of Ananias is branded on his hrow ! 

A good man ooramondoth his cause to the one great Piition of innuoeneo, 
Convinced of justice at the last, and i;urc of good moiinwiiili;. 
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Heknoweth he liaJh a GiiatcJian, iviao and kind and strong, 
And can tha-nk Him for giving, or refusing, U.o trust or the curse of 

riches : 
His confidence standetli as a rock ; he dreadslh not malice nor caprice. 
Nor the whisperings of artful men, nor envious secret influence ■ 
He scometh aervile compromise, and the pliant mouthin<rs of deceit; 
He maketh not a show of love, where he cannot concede esteem ; 
He regardeth ill-got wealth, as the root moat fruitful of \vrctchednssa. 
So he walketh in strict integrity, leaning on God and his right. 

No gain, but by its price ; labour, for the poor man's meal, 

Olttimes heart-sickening toil, to win him a morsel for his hunger: 

Labom', for tlio ciiajmwn at his trade, a dull unvaried round, 

Year after year, unto death ; yea, what a weariness is it ■ 

Labour for the pale-faced scribe, drud^ng at his hated desk, 

Wiio bartereth for needful pittance the untold goM of health ; 

Labour, wilh fear, for the merchant, whoae hopes are ventured on the 

Laboar, with care, for the man of law, responsible in his gains; 

Labour, with envy and annoyance, where strangers will Uiee wealth ; 

labour, with indolence and gloom, where wealth falleth from a fatlier ; 

labour, unto aU, whether ecWng thews, or aching head, or spirit -— 

The curse on the sons of men, in all thet states, h labour. 

Nevertheless, to the diligent, labour bringeth blessing ; 

The thought of duty sweeteneUi toil, and truvajl is (^ pleasure ; 

And time spent in doing hath a comfort that is not for the idle ; ' 

The hardship is transmuted into joy, by the dear alchemy of Mercy. 

Labour is good for a man, bracing up his energies to conquest. 

And without it life is dull, tlie man perceiving himself useless ■ 

For wearily the body groanoth, like a door on ru.sty iiinge= 

And the grasp of the mind is weakened, as the tdons of a ca-ed vultare 

Wealth hath never given happiness, but often hastened misery": 

Enough hath never caused misery, but often quickened happiness ■ 

Lnough IB less than thy thought, pampered creature of societv 

And he that hath more than enough, is a thief of the rights liis brother 
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OF INVENTION. 



Man is proud of his mind, boasting that it giretli him divinity, 

Yet witli ail its powers can it originate nothing : . . „ 

For the gteal God into all his worlts hath krgely ponred out himself. 

Saving one special property, the grand pierogative,— Ciealion. 

To improve «.d expand is on™, .. well as to halt and det«.t : 

But to create a thought or a thmg is hopeless and impossible. 

Can a man make matter ?— and yet this would-ba goo 

Thinketh to make mind, and form original idea : 

The potter must have his clay, and the mason his quarry. 

And mind must drain ideas from every thing around it. 

Doth tlie soli generabi herbs, or the torrid air breed dies. 

Or the water fmmo its momids, or the mist its swarming hhght ?— 

Mediately, through thmismd genemtions, having seeds .itbm themseive., 

All things, mre or gross, own one common Father. 

Traly spake Wisdom, There is nothing new under the sun ; 

We only arnmge and comhhie the ancient elements of all thmgs. 

Invention is activity of mind, as Are is air in motion. 

A sharpening of the spiritual sight, to discern hidden aptitudes i 

Fiem the basket and acanthus, is modelled the gmcefiJ cap.mi : 

The shadowed piolile on the wdl helpeth the limn.r to his likone.! : 

Til. footmark, stamped m clay, lead on the thouglits to printing; 

■The stmngo skin ga«n«its c«,t upon the shore .uggo.t another hem.- 

A foliin" apple taught the sage pervading gravlhotion ; 

The Huron is certahi of Ms prey, from traclts upon the grass ; 

And iirewdness, guessing on the hint, followeth on the tmil ; 

But the hint must be given, the tmll must be Ihore, or the keenest .ght 1. 



Behold the barren reef, which an earthquake hath pist lei dry ; 

It bath no beauty t« boast of, no harvest of fair fruits : 

Bat soon the lichen luteth there, a.nd, djdng, diggeth it. own gnve, ( ) 

And «.Hening sun. ard splitting tn* crumble the reluctant .urfac. , 

And coimomnts roost there, and the snail addoth tts slime. 

And oils, with muddy feet, bring llieii wekomo tribute ; 
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\nd the sea castcth out her dead, wrapped in a shroud of weeds ; 

And orderly nature arrangeth again the disunited atoms ; 

Anon, the cold smooth stone is warm with feathery grass, 

And the light aporules of the fern we dropt by the passing wind. 

The wood-pigeon, on swift wing, leaveth its crop-full of grjun ; 

The squirrel's jeaiona care plantcth the fir-cone and the fdbert ; 

Years pass, and the sterile rock is rank with tangled herbage ; 

The wild vine clingeth to the btier, and ivy runneth green among the com 

Lordly beeches are studded on the down, end wiUows crowd around tho 
rivulet ; 

And the tall pine and hazel thicket shade the rambling hunter. 

Shall the rock boast of its ferffity 1 shall it M the head in pride t— 

ShaU the mmd of man he vain of the harvest of its thoughts ? 

The savage is that rock : and a million chances from without. 

By little and little acting on tiie mind, heap up the hotbed of society ; 

And the soul, fed and fattened on the thoughts and things around it, 

Groweth to perfection, fhll of fruit, the fruit of foreign seeds. 

For we learn upon a hint, we find upon a clue. 

We yield an hundred-fold ; but the groat sower is Analogy. 

There must be an acrid sloe before a luscious peach, 

A boll of rotting flax before the bridal veil. 

An egg before an eagle, a thought hefore a thing, 

A spark struck into tinder, to light the lamp of knowledge, 

A shght suggestive nod to guide the watching mind, 

A half-seen hand upon the wall, polnfhig to the balance of Comparison. 

By culture man may do all things, short of the miracle,— Creation : 

Here is the limit of thy power,— here let thy pride be stayed : 

The soil may be rich, and the mind may be active, but neither yield unsown ; 

The eye cannot make light, nor the mind make spirit : 

Therefore It Is wise in man to name all novelty invention ; 

For It is to find out things that are, not to create the unexisting: 

It is to clhig to contiguities, to be keen in catching likeness, 

And with energetic elasticity to leap the gulfs of contrast. 

The globe kneweth not increase, either of matter or spirit ; 

Atoms and thoughts are used agdn, mixing In varied combinations ; 

And though, by monlding them anew, thou makest them tiiine own. 

Yet have they served thousands, and all their merit is of God, 
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OF RIDICULE. 



ScAJis of thoiight for the sage's brow, and laughing lines for the fool'a 

For all things leave their track in the mind ; and the glass of the mind is 

faithful. 
Seest thoa much mirth npon the cheek ? there li then little eserciee of 

For he tint looketh on the world cannot be glad and good : 

Seest thou mucli gravity in the eye ? be not assured of finding wisdom , 

For she hath too great praise, not to get many mimics. 

There is a grave-faced folly ; and verily a laughter-loving wisdom ; 

And what, if surface-judges account it vain frivolity ? 

There is indeed on evil in excess, and a field may lie fallow too long ; 

Yet merriment is often as a froth, that manlleth on the strong mind : 

And note thou this for a verity,— the subtlest thinker when alone, 

From ease of thoughts unbent, will laugh the loudest with his fellows ; 

And well is the loveliness of wisdom mirrored in a cheerful countenance ; 

Justly tJie deepest pools are proved by dimpling eddies ; 

For that a true philosophy commandeth an innocent life, 

And the unguilty spirit is lighter tlian a linnet's heart : 

Yea, there is no cosmetic hke a holy conscience ; 

The eye is bright with trust, the cheek bloomed over with affeolion. 

The brow unwrinkled by a care, and the lip triumphant in its gladness. 

And for your grave-faced folly, need not far to look for her ; 

How seriously on trifles dote those leaden eyes. 

How ruefully she sigheth after chances long gone by, 

How sulkily she moaneth over evils without cure ! 

I have known a true-bom mirth, the child of innocence and wisdiHn, 

I have seen a base-born gravity, mingled of ignorance and guilt : 

And again, a base-born mirth, springing out of carelessness and folly. 

And again, a Irue-bom gravity, the product of reflection and right fear. 

The wounded partridge hideth in a furrow, and a stricken conscience wouM 

be left alone ; 
Bat when its breast is healed, it runneth gladly with its follows ; 
Whereas tlie solitary heron, standing in the sedgy fen, 
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Holdeth aloof from the social woild, intent on wiies and death. 

Need but of light philosophy to dare the world's dread langh ; 

For a iiltb mind courleth notoriety, to illastrate ila puny self: 

But the snser of a man's own comrades trieth the muscles of coumgo, 

And to be derided in Ms home is as a viper in the neat : 

The laugh of a hooting world hath in it a notion of Eublimity, 

But the tittering private circle stmgelh as a hive of waspa. 

Some have commended ridicule, counting it the test of truth, (*•) 

But neither wittily nor wisely ; for troth must prove ridicule : 

Otherwise a blunt buirusli is to pierce the proof armour of argument, 

Because the stolidity of ignorance tool; it for a barbed shaft. 

Softer is the hide of the rtiinoceros than tlie heart of deriding nnbelief, 

And truth is idler there than the Bushman's feathered reed : 

A droU conceit parrieth a thrust that should have hit t!ie conscience, 

And the leering loolss of humour ticltie the childish mind ; 

For that the matter of a man is mingled most with folly, 

Neither can he long endure the searching gaze of wisdom. 

It is pieasanler to see a laughing cheek than a serious forehead, 

And there liveth not one among a thousand whose idol is not pleasure. 

Ridicule is a weak weapon, when levelled at a strong mind ; 

But common men are cowards, and dread an empty iaugh. 

Fear a nettle, and touch it tenderly, — Its poison shall bum thee to the 

shoulder ; 
But grasp it with Ixiid liand, is it not a bundle of myrrh ? 
Betray mean terror of ridicule, thou shalt find fooL^ enough to mock thoe ; 
But answer thou their laughter with contempt, and the scoffers will lick 

Ihy foet. 



OF COMMENDATION. 

The praise of holy men is a promise of praise from their Master ; 

A forerunning earnest of thy welcome,— Well done, faithful servant; 

A rich preludious note, that droppetli softly on thine ear, 

To tell thee the chords of thy heart are in tune with the choirs of heaven. 

Yet is it a dangerous hearing, for the sweetness may lull thee into slumber. 

And the cordial quaffed with thirst may generate the fumes of presumption. 

So seek it not for itself, but taste, and go gladly on thy way. 
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For the mariner siacketh not his sail, though the sandal-groves of Araby 

allnre hira ; 
And the fragrance of that incense would harm thee, aa when, on a Eum- 

mer evening. 
The honied yellow Bowers of the broom oppress thy charmed sense : 
And a man hath too much of praise, for he praiselh himself continually ; 
Neither lacketh he at any time self-conunendation or excuse. 

Praise n fool, and slay him : for (he canvas of his vanity is spread ; 
His hark is shallow in the water, and a sudden gust shall sink it : 
Praise a wise man, and speed him on his way ; for he carrieth the haJloat 

rf humility, 
And is glad when his course is cheered by the sympathy of brethren ashore. 
The praise of a good man is good, for he holdeth up the mirror of Truth, 
That Virtue may wee her own beauty, and delight in her own fair face : 
The praise of a bad man is evil, for he hideth the deformity of Vice, 
Casting the mande of a queen around the limbs of a leper. 
Praise is rebuke to the man whose conscience alloweth it not : 
And where conscience feeleth it her due, no praise is better than a little. 
He that despiseth the outward appearance, despiseth the esteem of his 

fellows ; 
And be that overmuch regardetli it, shall earn only their contempt : 
The honest commendation of an equal no one can scorn, and be blaineleaa 
Yet even that fair fame no one can hunt for and be honoured : 
If it come, accept it and be thankful, and be thon humble in accepting ; 
If it tarry, be not thou oast down ; liie bee can gather honey out of me : 
And is thine aim so low, that the breath of those around fhee 
Can speed thy feathered arrow, or retard its flight ? 
The child shooteth at a butterfly, but the man's mark is an eagle ; 
And while his fellows talk, he hath conquered m the clouds. 
Ally thee to truth and godliness, and use the talents in thy charge ; 
So shalt thou walk in peace, deserving, if not having. 
With a friend, praise him when thou canst ; for many a friendship hatn 

decayed, 
lake a plant in a crowded comer, for want of sunshine on its leaves ; 
With another, praise him not often — otherwise he shall despise thee ; 
But be thou frugal in commending ; so will he give honour to thy j udg- 

Por thon that dost so zealously commend, art acknowledging tliine own 
inferiority, 
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Ami hp, thou so highly hast exalted, shall proudly look down on thy 



Wiit thou that one remember a thing ?— praise him in the midst of thy 

advice ; 
Never yet forgat nian the word whereby he halh been praised. 
Better to be censured by a thousand fools, than reproved but by one man 

that is wise ; 
Pot the pious are slower to help right, than the profane to liindor it : 
So, where the world rebuketh, there look thou for the excellent. 
And be suspicions oflhs good, which wicked men can praise. 
The captiun hindeth his troop, not more by severity than kindness, 
And justly, should recompense well-doing, aa well as be strict with an 

offender ; 
The laurel is cheap to the giver, but precious in his sight who hath won it. 
And the heart of the soldier rejoicelh in the approving glance of his chief. 
Timoly ^ven praise is even bettor than the merited rebuke of censure. 
For the sun is more needful to tlio plant than the kiufe that outteth out a 

canker ; 
Many a father hath erred, in that he hath withheld reproof. 
But more have mostly sinned, in witliholding praise where it was due : 
There be many such as Eli among men ; but these he more culpable than 

Eli, 
Who chill the fountain of exertion by the freezing looks of indifference : 
Ye call a man easy and good, yet he is as a two-edged sword ; 
He rebuketh not vice, and it is strong : he comforteth not virtue, and it 

fainteth. 
There is notliing more potent among men tlian a giti timely bestowed ; 
And a ^ft kept back where it was hoped, separateth chief friends : 
For what is a gift but a symbol, ^ving substance to praise and esteem ? 
And where is a sharper arrow than the sting of unmerited neglect ? 

Expect not praise from the mean, neither gratitude from the selfish ; 

And to keep tlie proud thy friend, see thou do him not a service : 

For, behold, he will hate thee for his debt: thou hast humbled him by 

^ving ; 
And his stubbornness never shall acknowledge the good ho hath taken 

from lliy hand : 
Vea, rather will he turn and be thy foe, lest thou gather from his friendship 
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That he doth accouot thee creditor, and standeth in the second place ; 
Still, O kindly feeling heart, be not thou chilled hy the thankless, 
Neither let the breath of gratitude fan thee into momentary Iieat. 
Do good for good's own sake, looking not to worthiness nor love ; 
Ring thy gram among the rocks, cast thy bread upon the waters. 
His clsun be strongest to thy help who is thrown most helplessly upcai 

So ahalt Ihou liave a better praise, and reap a richer harvest of reward. 

If a man hold fast to thy creed, and fit his thinking to thy notions. 

Thou Bhalt take him for a man right-mmded, yea, and excuse his evil : 

But soest thou not, O bigot, that Ihy zeal is but a hunting after prdse. 

And the full pleasure of a proselyte lieth m the flattering of self J 

A man of many praises meeteth many welcomes. 

But he who blaraeth often, shall not keep a friend ; 

The velvet-coaled apricot is one thing, and the spiked horse-chestnut la 

another ; 
A handle of smooth amber is pleasanter than rough buck-horn. 
Show me a popular man ; I can tell thee the secret of his power ; 
He hath soolhed them with gloiing words, luUuig their ears with flattery ; 
The smile of seeming approbation is ever the companion of his presence. 
And courteous looks, and warm regards, earn Iiim all their hearts. 

Notliing but may be better, and every better might be best ; 

The hhnd may discern, and the simple prove, fault or want in all things ; 

And a little mind looketh on the illy with a microscopic eye, 

E^iger and glad to pry out specks on its robe of purity ; 

But a great mind gaaeth on the sun, glorying in his brightness. 

And taking large knowledge of his good, in the broad prturie of creation : 

VVliat, though he hatch basilisks 1 what, though spots are on the sun ! 

In fullness la his worth, in fullness be his praise ! 



OF SELF-ACQUAINTANCE. 

KsowtEiKfE holdeth hy the hilt, and heweth out a road to conquest ; 
Ignoranie graspeth the blade, and is wounded by ils own good sword : 
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Knowledge distillcth health from the virulence of opposite poisons ; 
Ignorance mixeth wholesomos unto the breeding of disease : 
Knowledge is leagued with the universe, and findcth a friend in aH filings ; 
But ignorance is everywhere a etranger; nnwelcoine ; ill at case, and 

out of place. 
A man is helpless and unsafe up to the measure of his ignorance, 
For he lackoth perception of the aptitudes commending such a matter to 

Clutching at the horn of danger, while ho judgeth it the handle of security, 
Or casting his anchor so widely, that the granite reef is just within the 

Untaught in science he is but half alive, stupidly taking note of nothing. 

Or listening with d uE wonder to the crafty saws of an empiric ; 

Simple in the world, he trusteth unto knaves ; and then to make amends 

for folly, 
Dealeth so shrewdly with the honest, they cannot but suspect him for a 

thief; 
With an unknown God, he malteth mock of reason, fathering contrivance 

on chance. 
Or doting with superstitious dread on some crooked image of his fancy r 
But ignorant of self, he is weakness at heart; the keystone cnimbleth 

There is panic in the general's tent, the oak is hollow as hemlock ; 
Though the warm sap creepeth up its bark, filling out the sheaf of leaves, 
Though knowledge of all things beside add proofs of seeming vigour, 
Though the master-mind of the royal sage feast on the mysteries of 

wisdom. 
Yet ignorance of self shall bow down the spirit of a Solomon to idols ; 
The storm of temptation, svreeping by, shall snap that oak like a reed, 
And the proud I uxuriance of its tufted crown drag it tiie sooner to the dust 

Youth, confident in self, tampereth with dangerous dalliance. 
Till the vice his heart once hated hath locked him in her foul embrace : 
Manhood, through zeal of doing good, seeketh high place for its occasions. 
Unwitting that the b!eak mountain-air will nip the tender budding of hia 

Or painfully, for love of truth, he climheth the ladder of science. 
Till pride of intellect, heating his heart, warpath it aside to delusion : 
The maiden, to give shadow lo her fairness, plaiieth her raven hiur. 



Hosted by Google 



14 PROVERRIAL FlilLOSOPIIY. 

Heedlessly weaving for her soul the silken net of vanity : 

The gray-beard loolieth on his goliJ, till he loveth its yellow snulo, 

Unconscious of the bright decoy which is luring his heart unto avarice : 

Wrath avoideth no quarrel, jealousy counleth its suspicions. 

Pining envy gazeth still, and melancholy seekcfh sohtude ; 

The sensiOve bi-oodeth on his shghts, the fearful poreth over horrors, 

The train of wantonness is fired, the nerves of indecision are unstrung ; 

Each special proneness unto harm is pampered by ignorant indulgence. 

And the man, for want of warning, yieldeth to the apt temptation. 

A smith at the loom, and a weaver at tlie forge, were but aorry craftsmen , 

And a ship that saileth on every wind never shall reach her port : 

Yet there be thousands among men who heed not the leaning of their 

talents. 
But, cutting against the gram, toil on to no good end ; 
And the light of a thoughtful spirit is qnenched beneath Uie busliel of 



WMlo meaner plodding minds are driven up the mountain of philosophy : 
The cedar withereth on a wall, while the houae-leek is fattening in a 

hot-bed. 
And the dock wiUi its rank leaves hideth the sun from violets. 
To every thing a fitting place, a proper honourable use ; 
The humblest measure of mind is bright in its hnmble sphere : 
The glowworm, creeping in the hedge, lighteth her evening torch. 
And her fiir-off mate, on gossamer soil, steereth Ins course by that star : 
But ignorance mocketh at proprieties, bringing out the glowworm at noon, 
And setteth the feults of mediocrity in the full blaae of wisdom. 
Ravens croaking in darkness, and a skylark trilling to the sun, 
The voice of a screech-owl from a rum, and the blackbird's whistle in a 

A cushion-footed camel for the sands, and a swift reindeer for the snows, 
A naked skin for Ethiopia, and rich soft furs for the Pole r 
In all things is there a fitness ; discord with discord hath its music ; 
And the harmony of nature is preserved by each one knowing his plac«. 

The blind at an easel, the palsied with a graver, the halt making for the 

goal, 
The deaf ear tuning psaltery, the stammerer discoursing el 
What wonder if all fail ? the shaft flieth wide of the mark, 



Hosted by Google 



OF SELF-ACQUAINTANCE. 91 

Alike if itself Iw crookea, or the bow be strung awry ; 

Alid the mind which were excellent in one way, but foolislilj toileth in 

another, 
What is it but on ill-strung bow, and its aun a crooked arrow ? 
By knowledge of self, thou provest thy powers ; put not the racer to the 

plough, 
Nor goad the toilaome ox to wager hia slowntjss with the fleet : 
Consider thy failinga, heed thy propensities, search out thy latent virtues. 
Analyze the doubtful, cullivate the good, and crush the head of evil; 
So Shalt thou cateh with qnick hand the golden ball of opportunity ; 
The warrior armed shall be ready for the fray, beside Ms bridled steed ; 
Thou shall ward off special harms, and have the sway of circumstance, 
And turn to thy special good the common current of evenls ; 
Choosing from the wardrobe of the world, thou shalt suitably clothe thy 

Nor thrust the white hand of peace into the gauntlet of delianca : 

The shepherd sliall go with a staff, nnd conquer by slmg and stone ; 

The soldier shall let alone the distaff, and tlie scribe lay down the sword , 

The man unlearned shall keep sQence, and learn one attribute of wisdom ; 

The sage be sparing of his lessons before nnhoaring ears : 

Calm shalt thou be, as a lion in repose, conscious of passive strength. 

And the shock that splitteth the globe, shall not unlliroiie thy self-possession. 

Acquaint thee with U.yself, O man I so shalt thou be humble : 

The hard hot desert of thy heart shall blossom with the lily and the rose ; 

The frozen cliffs of pride shall melt as an iceberg in the tropics ; 

The bitter fountains of self-seeking be sweeter Omn the waters of the 

Nile. 
But if Ihou lack that wisdom,— thy frail skiff is doomed, 
On stronger eddy whirling to the dreadful gorge ; 
Untaught in that grand lore, — thou standest, cased in steel. 
To dare willi mocking unbehef the thunderbolts of heaven. 
For look now around thee on the universe, behold how all tilings serve 

The teeming soil, and the buoyant sea, and undulating air. 
Golden crops, and bloomy fruits, and flowers, and precious gems, 
Choic* perfumes, and fair sights, soft touches, and sweet music : 
For thee, shoaling up the bay, crowd the finny nations. 
For thee, tlio cattle on a thousand hills live, and labour, and die : 
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Light is Qiy daily slave, darlineas invileth thee to slomlwr ; 

Thou art Eer.-od by the hands of Beauty, and Sublimity Itnoelelh 8t thy 

Arise, thou sovereign of creation, and hehold tliy glory ! 

Yet more, thou hast a mind ; intellect wingeth thee to heaven, 

Tondeth thy state on earth, and by it thou divest down to hnll ; 

Thou hast measured tlie helt of Saturn, thou hast weighed the moons of 

And seen, by reason's eye, tha centre of thy globe ; 

Subtly hast thon numbered by billions the ieaguea between sun and sun, 

And noted in thy book the coming of their shadows : 

With marvellous unerring truth thou knowest to an inch and to an instant, 

The where and the when of the comet's path that shall seem to rush by 

at thy command : 
Arise, thou king of mind, and survey tliy dignity ! 
Yet more, — for once believe religion's flattering tale ; 
Tliou hast a soul, aye, and a God,— but ba not therefore humbled : 
Thy itfaker's self was glad lo live and die — a man ; 
The brightest jewel in his crown is voluntary manhood : 
By deep dishonour and great price, bougiit he that enviod freedom. 
But thoa wast bom an heir of all, thy Master scarce could earn. 
O climax unto pride, O triumph of humanity, 
O triple crown upon thy brow, most high and mighty Self! 
Arise thou Lord of all, thou greater than a God ! — 
How saidst thou, wretched being 7 — cast thy glance within ; 
Regard that painted sepulchre, the hovel of thy heart. 
Ha ! with what fearful imagery swarmeth that small chamber ; 
The horrid eye of murder scowling in the dark. 
The bony hand of avarice filcWng from the poor, 
The lurid fires of lust, the idiot face of folly, 

The sickening deed of cruelty, the foul, fierce orgies of the drunken. 
Weak contemptible vanity, stubborn stolid unbelief, 
F.nvy's devilish sneer, and the vile features of ingratitude, — 
Man, hast thou seen enough ? or are those full proof 
That thou ait a miracle of mercy, and all thy dignity is dross f ' 

Well said the wisdom of earth, O mortal, know thyself; 
But better the wisdom of heaven, O man, learn thou thy God : 
Bv knowledge of self tliou art conusant of eril, and mailed in panoply to 
meet it : 
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By knowledge of Gocl comelfa knowledge of good, and universal love is at 

tliy heart. 
Eveiy creature knoweth ita capacities, runnio^ in the road of instinct, 
And reason must not lag behind, but acrve itself of all proprieties : 
The swift to the race, and the strong to the burden, and tlie wise for right 

direction; 
For self-knowledge filleth with acceptance its niche in the temple of utility : 
But vainly wilt (hou look for that knowledge, till tlie clue of ail trutli "ia 

in tliy hand, 
For the kihyrinth of man's heart windeth in complicate deceivings : 
Thou canst not sound its depths with the shallow plumb-lino of reason. 
Till reli^on, the pUot of the soul, have lent thee her unfathomable coil : 
Tlierefore, for this grand knowledge, and knowledge is the prent of do- 

Leara God, thou shalt know thyself; yea, and shall have mastery of all 

IlUilgS. ' 



OF CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 

Shame upon thee, savage monarch-man, proud monopolist of reason ; 
Shame upon creation's lord, the fierce ensanguined despot : 
What, man ! are tliere not enough, hunger, and diseases, and fatigue,— 
And yet must (hy goad or thy thong add another sorrow to existence ? 
Whitt ! art thou not content thy sin hath dragged down sutFering and 

On the poor duj^b sen-ants of thy comfort, and yet thou must rack them 

with thy spite T 
The prodigiJ heir of creaUon hath gambled away his all,— 
Shall he add torment to tlie bondage, that is galling his forfeit serfs ? 
The loader in nature's paam himself hath marred her psalterv, 
Shall he multiply the din of disconi by overstraining all the strincfs ? 
The rebel hath fortified his stronghold, shutting in his yassals wiSi him— 
Shall he aggravate the woes of the besieged by oppression from within ? 
Thon twice defonned image of thy Maker, thou hateful representative of 

For very shame be merciful, be kind unto the creatures thou nast ruined; 
Eartfi and her million tribes are cursed for thy sike ; 
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Earth and her million trlhoa still writhe beneath thy cruelty : 

Liveth there but one among the million thut shall not bear wilness agdnst 

tliee7 
A pensioner of land or dr or sen, that huth not whereof it will accuse 

Prom the elephant toiling at a launch, to the shrew-mouse in tlie harvest- 
field, 

From the whale wliich the harpooner hath stricken, to the minnow caught 
upon a pin. 

From tlie albatross wearied in its flight, to the wren in her covered nest, 

From the death-moth and lace-winged dragon-fly, to tho lady-bird and the 
gnat. 

The verdict of a!! things is unanimous, finding their master cruel : 

The dog, thy humble friend, thy trusting, honest ftiend ; 

The ass, thine uncomplaining slave, drudging from mom !o even ■ 

The lamb, and tlie timorous hare, and the laboring ox at plough ; 

The speckled trout, basking in the shallow, and the partridge, gleaning in 
the stubble. 

And the stag at bay, and the worm in thy pafli, and the wild bird pining 
in capdvity, 

And all things that minister alike to thy life and thy comfort and Uiy pride. 

Testify with one sad voice that man is a cruel master. 

Verily, Hiey are all thine, freely mayst thou serve thoe of them all ; 
They are thine by gift for thy needs, to be used in all gratitude and kind 

Gratitude to their God and thine, — their Father and thy Father, 
Kindness to them who toil for thee, and help thee witli tJieir all : 
For meat, but not by wantonness of slaying ; for burden, but with limits 

of humanity ; 
For luxury, hut not through torture ; for draught, but according to the 

strength : 
For a dog cannot plead his own right nor render a reason for exemption. 
Nor give a soft answer unto wrath, to turn aside llie undeserved lasli ; 
The gulled ox cannot complain, nor supplicate a moment's respite ; 
The spent horse hideth his distress, till he panteth out his spirit nX the 

goal; 
Also, in the winter of life, wlien worn by constant toil. 
If ingratitude forget his scn'iccs, lie cannot bring them to remembrance : 
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Behold, be is faint with hunger ; the big (ear stanJcth in his eye ; 

IDs skin is sore witli stripes, and he (ottereth beneath his burden ; 

IKg limbs are stiff with age, his sinews have lost thoir vigour, 

And poin is stamped upon his fae«, whQe he wrestleth unequally witli tdl; 

Yet once more mutely and meekly endureth he the crusliing blow ; 

That struggle hath cracked bis heart-strings, — the generous brute is dead I 

Liveth there no advocate for him J no judge to avenge bia wrongs ? 

No voice ibat shall be heard in his defence 1 no sentence to be passed on 

his oppressor ? 
Yea, the sad eye of (he tortured pleadcth patiietically for him : 
Yea, aU the justice in heaven is roused in indignation at his woes : 
Yea, all the pity upon earth shall call down a curse upon the cruel : 
Yea, the burning maHce of the wicked is their own exceeding punishment. 
The Angel of Mercy stoppeth not to comfort, but paasetli by on the other 

And hath no tear to shed when a cruel man is damned. 



OF FRIENDSHIP. 

Ab frost to the bud, and blight to tlio blossom, even such is self-interest to 

friendsliip ; 
For Confidence cannot dwell where Selfishness is porter at the gate, 
[f tiiou see thy friend to be selfish, thou canst not bo sure of his honesty ; 
And in seeking thine own weal, thou hast wronged tiie reliance of thy 

Flattery hideth her varnished face when FriondsWp sittetli at his board ; 

And the door is shut npon Suspicion, but Candour is bid glad welcome. 

For Friendship aWiorrelh doubt, its life is in mntual trust, 

And perisheth, when artful prdse proveth It is sought for a puipose. 

A man may be good to thee at limes, and render thee mighty service, 

Whom yet thy secret soul could not desire as a friend ; 

Forthe sum of Kfe is in trifles, and though, in the weightier masses, 

A man refuse thee not his purse, nay, his all in thine nimost need. 

Yet, if thou ^caiist not feel that liis character agreeth with thine own. 

Thou never wilt call him friend, though thou render him a heart fnll of 

gralitude. 
A coarse man grindclh harshly the finer feelings of his brother ; 
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A common mind will soon depart from the dull cranpaniunghip of wisdom; 
A weak soul dareth not to follow in the track of vigour and decision ; 
And the worldly regardeth with scorn the seeming foolishness of faith. 
A mountain is made up of atoms, and frier.dship of liltle mailers. 
And if the atoms hold not together, the mountain is crumbled into dust. 



Come, I will show thee a friend ; I will paint one worthy of thy trasl, : 
Thine heart shall not weary of him : thou shaJt not secretly despise hkn. 
Thon art long in learning him, in unravelling all his worth ; 
And he dazzleth not thine eyes at first, to be darkened in tliy sight afterward, 
But riseth from small beginnings, and reacheth the height of thy esteem. 
He remembereth that thou art only man ; he expectcUi not great thinga 

from thee; 
And his forbearance toward thee sQently teacheth thee to be considerate 

unto him. 
He despiseth not courtesy of manner, nor ncglecteih the decencies of life: 
Nor mocketh the Mings of others, nor is harsh in his censures before thee ; 
For 80, how conldst thou tell, if he talkelh not of tliee in ridicule I 
He withhoHetb no secret from thee, and rejecteth not thine in turn ; 
He sharefli los Joys with thee, and is glad to bear part in thy sorrows. 
Vet one thing, he loveth thee too weU to show thee the corrupUons of hia 

For as an ili example strengthenclh the hands of the wicked, 

So to put forward thy guilt is a secret poison to thy friend : 

For the evil in his nature is comforted, and he warreth more weakly against it, 

If he find that the friend whocn he honouretli, is a man more sinful than 

himself. 
I bear the conwntming of friends ; ye speak out the fullness of your souls. 
And being but men, as men, ye own to all the sympatliies of manhood : (") 
Confidence openeth the lips, indulgence beameth from the eye. 
The tongue loveth not boasling, the heart is made glad with kindness : 
And one standeth not as on a hill, beckoning to the other to follow. 
But ye toil up hand in hand, and carry each other's burdens. 
Ve commune of hopes and aspirations, the fervent breathings of the heart, 
Ye speak with pleasant interchange the treasured secrets of affection. 
Ye listen to the voice of complaint, and whisper the language of comfor^ 
And as in a double solitude, ye tliink m each other's hearing. 

Choose thy friend discreelly, and see thou consider his station. 
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For tnc graduated scale of ranks accordeth with the ordinance of lieavon : 

If a low companion ripen to a fnend, in the full sunshine of thy confidence, 

Know, that for old age thou hast heaped up sorrow ; 

For thou sinkest to that level, and thy lun shall scorn thee. 

Vea, and the menial (hou hast pampered haply shall neglect thee in thy 

death : 
And if thou reachcet up to high estates, thinWng to herd will) princes. 
What art thou but a foolslool, though so near a throne ? 
O rush among the IHies, be taaght thou art a weed; 
brier among the cedars, hot contempt shall burn thee. 
But thou, friend and scholar, select from thine own caste, 
And make not an intimate of one, thy servant or thy master ; 
lor only friendship among men is the true republic, 
Where all have equaUty of service, and all have freedom of command. 
And yet, if thou wilt take my judgment, be shy of loo much opemiosB 

with any. 
Lest thou repent hereafter, should he turn and rend tliee : 
For many an apostate friend hath abused unguarded confidence. 
And bent to selfish ends the secret of the soul. 

Absence strengtheneth friendship, where the last recollections were kindly ■ 

But It must he good wine at the last, or absence shall weaken it Mly. 

A rare thmg is faith, and frieudsliip is a marvel among men. 

Yet strange faces call they friends, and say they believe, when they doubt. 

Tliose hours are not lost that are spent in cementmg affection ; 

For a fnend is above gold, precious as the stores of the mmd. 

Bo sparing of advice by words, but leach thy lesson by e\amplo ■ 

For the vanity of man may be wounded, and retort unkindly upon thee 

There be some tliat never had a friend, because tl.cy were gross and 

selfish ; 
Wotldlineas, and apathy, and pride, leave not many tliat are wortliy ■ 
But one who merileth esteem, need never lack a friend ; 
For as thistle-down flieUi abroad, and casteth its anchor in tlie soil 
So philanthropy yeameth for a heart, where it may take root and blossom. 

Yet I hear the child of sensibility moaning at tlie wintry cold. 
Wherein the mists of selfishness have \vrapped the society of'mon ■ 
He grieveth, and hath deep reasons ; for falsehood hath wronged his trust, 
And Uie breaches m his bleeding heart have been fdlPd with the briers of 
suspicion. 
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For, alas, how few be friends, of whom charity hath hoped well ! 

How few tliere be among men who forget themselves for others ! 

Each one seeketh his own, and lookath on his brethren as rivals, 

Masking envy with friendship, to serve his secret ends. 

And the world, that corrupteth all good, hath wronged that sacred name, 

Por it calleth any man friend, wlio is not known for an enemy ; 

And such be as the flies of summer, while plenty sitteth at thy hoard ; 

But who can wonder at their flight from the cold denials of want 1 

5uc!i be as vultures round a carcass, assembled together for the feast : 

Cut a sudden noise scareth them, and forthwith are they specks among the 

clouda. 
There be few, O child of sensibility, who deserve to havo lliy confidence ; 
Yet weep not, for there ore some, and such some live for thee : 
To them is the chilling world a drear and barren scene. 
And gladly seek they such as thou art, for seldom find they the occasion : 
For, though no man excludeth himself from tlie high capability of friend 

Yet verily is the man a marvel whom U-uth can write a friend. 



There is a fragrant blossom, that maheth glad the garden of the heart : 
Its root lieth deep ; it is delicate, yet lasting, as the lilac crocus of autumn ; 
Loneliness and thought are the de^vs that water it mom and even ; 
Memory and Absence cherish it, as the balmy breathings of the south; 
[ts sun is the brightness of affection, and it bloometh in the borders of 

[ts companions are gentle flowers, and the brier withereth by its side. 
[ saw it budding in beauty ; I felt the magic of its smile ; 
Tiie violet rejoiced beneath it, the rose stooped down and kissed it ; 
And I thought some cherub had planted there a truant flower of Eden, 
As a bird bringelh foreign seeds, that they may flourish in a kindly e:!l 
T saw, and asked not its name ; I knew no language was so wealthy. 
Though every heart of every clime findetb its echo witliin. 
And yet what shall I say 1 la a sordid man capable of— Love ? 
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Rath a seducer known it ? Can an adulterer perceive it ? 

Or he that seekcth strange women, can ho fee! its purity ? 

Or he that changelh often, can he know its truth J 

Lon^g for another's happiness, yet often destroying its own ; 

Chaste, and looking up to Goil, as the fountain of tenderness and joy ; 

Quiet, yet flowing deep, as the Rhine among rivers ; 

Lasting, and knowing not change— it walketh with Trulh and Sincerity. 

Love : — what a volume in a word, an ocean in a tear, 

A seventh heaven in a glance, a whirlwind in a sigh, 

The lightmng in a tonoh, a millenniom in a moment : 

What consecrated joy or woe in blest or bhghted lovo ! 

For it is that native poetry sprin^ng up indigenous to Mind, 

The heart's own^ountry music thrilling all its chords, 

The story without an end that angels throng to hear. 

The word, the king of words, carved on Jeho\'ah's heart! 

Oh 1 call thou snake-eyed malice mercy, call envy honest praise. 

Count selfish craft (be wisdom, and coward treachery for prudence. 

Do homage to blaspheming nnboliof as to bold and free philosophy. 

And estimate the recklessness of license as the right attribute of liberty,— 

But with the world, thou friend and scholar, stain not this pure name ; 

Nor suffer the majesty of Love to be likened to the meanness of desire : 

For Love is no more such, than seraphs' hymns are discord. 

And such is no more Love, than .J^tna's breath is summer 

Love is a sweet idolatry, enslaving all the sou], 

A mighty apiritim! force, warring with the dullness of matter, 

An angel-mind breathed into a mortal, though fallen, yet how beautiful ! 

All the devotion of the heart m al! its deptli and grandeur. 

Behold that pale geranium, pent within the cottage window ; 

How yearningly it stretcheth to the light its sickly loug-stalked leaves, 

How it straineth upward to the sun, coveting his sweet influences, 

How real a living sacrifice to the God of all its worship ! 

Such is the soul that loveth ; and so the rose-tree of affection 

Eendelh its every leaf to look on those dear eyes, 

Its every blushing petal basketh m their light. 

And all its gladness, al! its life, is banging on their love. 

If the love of the heart is blighted, it buddeth not again ; 
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]f liat pleasant song is forgotten, it is to he loanit no more : 

Vet often wiU thought look baclt, and weep over early affection ; 

And the dim notes of that pleasant song will be heard as a reproachfnt 

Moaning in ^olian strains oyer the desert of ihe heart, 

Where the hot siroccos of the world have withered its one oasis. 



OF MARRIAGE. 

Kbek a good wife of tliy God, for ehe is the host gift of liis providence ; 
Yet ask not in bold confidence that which he hath not promised. 
Thouknowest not his good-will :— he thy prayer then submissive there 

And leave thy peti^on to his mercy, assured that he will deal well with 

If thou art (o have a wife of Ihy youth, she is now living on the earth ; 
Therefore think of her, and pray for her weal ; yea, though thou hast not 

They that love eariy become like-minded, and the tempter touches them not ; 

They grow up leaning on each other, as the olive and vine. 

Youth longeth for a kindred spirit, and yeatnetJi for a heart that can com- 
mune with his own ; 

He meditateth night and day, dolmg on the image of his foncy. 

Take heed that what charmeth thee is real, nor springeth of Ihme own 
imagination ; 

And suffer not trifles to win thy love ; for a wife is thine unto death. 

The harp and the voice may thrill thee,— sound may enchant tliine ear, 

But consider thou, the hand will wither, and the sweet uotes turn to dis- 

The eye, so brilliant at even, may be rod with sorrow in the morning ; 
And the sylph-Uke form of elegance must writhe in the Clampings of pain. 

< > happy bt, and hallowed, even as the joy of angels, 

\niere the golden chain of godlmess i^ entwmed with the njses of iove : 

IJat beware, thou seem not to be holy, to wm favour m the eyes of a crea. 
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For the gni!t of Ihe hypocrite is deadly, and winnelh thee wrath elsewhere. 

The idol of Ihy heart is, as thou, a probaUonary sojourner on earth; 

Tlierofore bo chary of her soul, for that is ajewd in her casket. 

Let her be a child of God, that she bring with her a hlesang to ihy house,— 

A blessing above riches, and leading contentment in its train : 

Lot her be an heir of heaven ; so aliali she help thee on tliy way ; 

For those who are one in faith, fight double-handed against evil. 

Take heed lest she love thee before God ; that she be not an idolater : 

Yet see thou that she love thee well: for her heart is the heart of woman : 

And the triple nature of humanity must be bound by a triple chain, 

For soul and mind and body — godliness, esteem, and affection. 

How beautiful is modesty ! it winneth upon all beliolders : 

But a word or a glance may destroy the pure love that should have been 

for Ihee. 
Affect not to despise beauty ; no one is freed from its dominion : 
But regard it not a pearl of price :— it is fleeting as the bow in Ihe ciouds. 
If the character within be gentle, it often hath its index in the countenance : 
The soft smile of a loving face is better than splendour that fadeth quickly. 
When thou choosest a wife, tbmk not only of thyself. 
But of those God may give thee of her, that they reproach thee not for 

their being ; 
See that he hath given her health, lest thou lose her early and weep ; 
See that she springelh of a wholesome stock, that thy little ones perish 

not before thee : 
For many a fair skin hath covered a mining disease, 
And many a laughing cheek been bright with the glare of madness. 

Mark the converse of one thou lovest, that it be simple and sincere ; 

For an artful or false woman shall set thy pir.ow with thoma. 

Observe her deportment with otiiera, when she thmketli not that thou art 

nigh. 
For with thee will the blushes of love conceal the true colourof her mind 
Hath she learning ? it is good, so that modesty go with it : 
IlatJi she wisdom? it is precious, hut beware tliat thou exceed ; 
For woman must he subject, and the true mastery is of the mind. 
Bo joined to thine equal in rank, or the foot of pride will l:ick at thee : 
And look not only for riches, lest thou be mated with misery : 
Warry not without means ; for so shouldst tliou tempt Providence ; 
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But (vait not for more than enough ; for morriage is the duty of m03l men ; 
Grievous indeed must be the burden that shall outweigh innocence and 

health, 
And a well-assorted marriage hath not mnny cares. 
In the day of thy joy consider the poor ; thou shalt reap a ric"! Harvest of 

blesamg ; 
For these bo the pensioners of One who filleth tliy cup with pleasures ; 
In the day of thy joy be thankful ; He hath well deserved thy praise ; 
Mean and aelfish ia tlie heart that seeketh him only in sorrow. 
For her sako, who leaneth on thine arm, court not the notice of the world. 
And remember that sober privacy is comelier than public display. 
If thou marriest, thou art alhod unto strangers : sea they be not such es 

shame thee : 
If thoa marriest, thou leavest thine own ; see that it be not done in anger. 

Bride and bridegroom, pilgrims of life, henceforward to travel together, 
la this the beginning of your journey, neglect not the favour of Heaven : 
And at eventide kneel ye togetlier, that your joy be not unhallowed : 
Angels that are round you shall be glad, those loving ministers of mercy. 
And the richest blessings of your God shall he poured on his favoured 

children. 
Marriage is a figure and an earnest of holier things unseen. 
And reverence well becomelh the symbol of dignity and glory. 
Keep thy heart pure, lest thou do dishonour to thy state ; 
Selfishness is base and hateful ; but love consldereth not itself. 
The wicked tumeth good into evil, for his mind is warped within him : 
But tho heart of the righteous is chaste ; his conecienco casteth off ku. 
If thou wiit be loved, render implicit confidence ; 
If thou wouldst not suspect, receive full confidence in torn : 
For where trust is not reciprocal, the love that trusted withereth. 
Hide not your grief nor your gladness ; be open one with the other , 
Let bitterness be strange unto your tongues, hut sympathy a dweller in 

your hearts ; 
rmparting halveth the evils, while it doubleth the pleasures of life. 
But sorrows breed and thicken in tlie gloomy bosom of Reserve. 

Young wife, be not forward, nor forget that modesty becometh thee : 
If it be discarded now, who will not hold it feigned before 1 
But be not aa a tunid girl, — there ia honour due to thine estate; 
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A matron's mo&.ly i, digniM , ,h„ btah.il .«, rift„ i, ,]„ ^j 
B, tod to 0,0 friend, c t thine h»,bana, fc, iho love a. J h,v. 10 him ■ 
And gona J be,, with hi. inftmitios , h-l tho. no need of hi. forheannc , 
B. not .Iw.,. m e«;h other', compm, ; it i, often good to b. n.one , 

o'll" '°° ""' ""•""■ 1" '=™'°< '■' e"" wear, of each 
Y« have eaoh a ,oai to he noari.bed, and a mmd to ho taaght in wl.dom, 
rhmfore, a, aooonnlible for tine, heip one another to imniovo it 
If ye feel love to decline, track oat quickly the secret cansc ; 
Let It not rankle for a day, but confess and bewail it together ■ 
ipcodily seek to he iiconcUed, for love I, the hfe of marriage ! 
And bo ye ci>pirtncr. In trium,Ji, con-ioerlng the |»evi»hne„ of «,lf. 

Lei no one have thy confidence, O wife, saving thy husband: 
Have not a friend more intimate, O husband, than thy wile. 
In the joy of a well-ordered home, be warned that Ibis is not year rest- 

""sSow " '" "™ ""' '■ '°'''°"°' " "" ''""" "'"' "' "" 
If ye are blessed with children, ye have a fearful pleasure, 
A deeper care aad a higher joy, and the range of your eilMence i> 

widened. 
If God m wisdom refuee them, thank him for an unknown mercy • 
For how can ye teU if they might he a blessing or a curse ? 
Yet ye may pray, like Hannah, simply dependent on hia will ■ 
Resignation sweelenetl, the cup, but impatience dasheth it with vinegar. 
No, tbi. IS the sum of the mMter ,-if y. will be happy in marta^ 
(.ouhde, love, and be patient : be faithfal, firm, and holy. 



OF EDUCATION. 
* '" 'io've' ''°°" " ' ""'■'''»'! °' P'"""'- • mccoger of peace and 
A losdng-placo for tonocence on earth ; a link tetween aii«el, and men : 
Yet IS It a talent of trust, a loan to he rendered tack with interest : 
A dehght, hot redolent of care ; boncy-.weot, but l.ckin. net the hittot. 
lor character groweth day by day, uid all things aid h in uutoldhii. 
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And the bent unto good or evil may lie given in the hourB of infancy: 
Scratch the green rinil of a saphng, or wantonly twist it in the soil, 
The Bcaired and crooked oak will tell of thee for centurios to come ; 
Ereu BO mayst thou guide tiie muid to good, or lead it to the marrings 

For disposition is builded up by the fashioning of first impressions : 
Wherefore, though the voice of Instruction waiteth for the ear of reason, 
Vet with his mother's milk the young child drinketh Education. 
Patiencce is the first great lesson ; he may learn it at tiie breast ; 
And the hahit of obedience aiid (rust may be grafted on his iiiind in the 

Hold the little hands in prayer, teach the weak knees their kneeling; 
Let him see thee speaking to thy God ; he will not forget it afterward : 
When old and gray will he feelingly remember a mother's tender piety. 
And the touching recoflection of her prayers shall arrest the strong maa 
in lus sin. 

Select not to nurse tliy darling one that may taint his innocence. 
For example is a constant monitor, and good seed will die among the tares. 
The arts of a strange servant have spoiled a gentle disposition : 
Mother, let him learn of thy lips, and be nourished at thy breast. 
Character is mtunly moulded by the cast of tlio minds that surround it ; 
Let then the playmates of thy little one be not other than tliy judgment 

shall approve ; 
For a child is in a new world, and learneth somewhat every moment. 
His eye is quick to observe, his memory storeth in secret, 
Ms ear is greedy of knowledge, and his mind is plastic as soft wax. 
Beware then that he beareth what is good, that he feedeth not on evQ 

For the seeds of first instructions are dropped into the deepest furrows. 
That which unmemorial use hath sanctioned, seemeth to be right and true ; 
Therefore, let him nei-er have to recollect the time when good things were 

strangers to his thought. 
Strive not to centre in thyself, fond mother, all his love ; 
Nay, do not thoo so selBsMy, but enlarge his heart for others ; 
Use him to sympathy betimes, that he learn to he sad with the afflicted ; 
And check not a child in his merriment, — should not his morning be sunny 7 
Give him not all his desiro, so shalt thou strengthen him in hope ; 
Neither stop with indulgence the fountain of his tears, so shall ho fear thy 
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Above all things graft on him subjecfion, yea, in the veriest trifle ; 
Courtesy to all, reverence to some, and to thee unaaswering obedience. 



Read thou first, and well approve, tJie books thou givest to thy child ; 
But remember tlie weakness of Ms thought, and that wisdom for him must 

be diluted ; 
In the honied waters of infant tales, let him taste the strong wine of troth : 
Pathetic stories soften the heart ; but legends of terror breed midnight 

misery ; 
Fairy fictions cram the mind with folly, and knowledge of evil templeth to 

like evil : 
Be not loth to curb imaginalion, nor be fearful that truths will depress it ; 
And for evil, he will learn it soon enough ; be not thou the devil'3 envoy. 
Induce not precocity of inteRect, for so ahouldst thou nourish vanity ; 
Neither can a plant, forced in the ho^bed, stand agiunst the frozen breadi 

of winter. 
The mind is made wealthy by ideag, but the multitude of words is a 

clogging weight : 
Therefore be understood in thy teaching, ajid instruct to tlie measure of 

capacity. 
Analogy is milk for habes, hut abstract truths are strong meat ; 
Precepts and rules are repulsive to a child, but happy illustration winneth 

In vain shalt thou preach of industry and prudence, till he learn of Ihe hee 

and the ant ; 
Dimly will be think of his soul, till the acorn an<l chrysalis have taught 

He will fear God in thunder, and worship his loveliness in flowers ; 
And parables shall charm his heart, while doctrmes seem dead mystery ; 
Faith shall he learn of the husbandman casting good com into the soil ; 
And if thou tnun him to trust tliee, he will not withhold his reliance from 

tho Lord. 
Fearest Uiou the dark, poor child ? I would not have thee left to tJiy 

terrors ; 
Darkness is the semblance of evil, and nature regardeth it with dread : 
Vet know thy father's God is with thee still, to guard thee : 
It is a simple lesson of dependence, let thy tost mind anchor upon Ilini. 
Did a sudden noise affright thee 7 lo, tlus or that liath caused it : 
Things undefined are full of dread, and stagger stouter nerves. 
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The seeds of misery and madness have been sowed In the nights of in- 

Therefore he careful that ghastly fears he not the night companions of thy 
chad. 

Lo, then art a lond-marli on a hill ; thy little ones copy tliee in all things. 
Let, then, thy religion be perfect ; bo shall thou be honoured m !hy hoose. 
Be instructed m aH wisdom, and communicate that thou knowest. 
Otherwise thy learning is hidden, and thas thou seemest unwise. 
A sluggard luith no respect ; an epicure commandeth not reverence j 
Meanness is always despicable, and folly provoketh contempt. 
Those parents are best honoured whose characters best deserve it ; 
Show me a sliild undutiful, I shall know where to look for a foohsh fathef . 
Never hath a father done his duty, and lived to be despised of his son. 
But how can that son reverence on example he dare not follow I 
Should he imitate thee in thine evil? his acorn is thy rehiike. 
Nay, but bring him np aright, in obedience lo God and to Ihee ; 
Begin betimes, lest thou fail of his fear ; and with judgment, that tlion 

lose not hia love : 
Herein use good digcretion, and govern not all alike, 
Yet, perhaps, the fault will be in thee, if kindness prove not all-siifiicient . 
By kindness, the wolf and the zebra become docile as the spaniel and the 

The Hfe feedeth with the starling, under the law of kindness : 

That law shall lame the fiercest, bring down the battlements of pride, 

Cherish the weak, control the strong, and win tlie fearful spirit. 

Be obeyed when thou commandest ; but command not often ; 

Let Uiy carriage he the gentleness of love, not tlie stern front of tyranny. 

Make not one child a warning to another ; but chide the offender apart : 

For self-conceit and wounded pride rankle like poisons in the soul. 

A mild rebuke in the season of calmness, is better than a rod in the heal 

of passion. 
Nevertheless spare not, if thy word hath passed for punislimcnt ; 
liet not thy child see thee humbled, nor leiirn to think thee false ; 
yuffer none to reprove thee before him, and reprove not thine own our- 

poses by cha.nga ; 
Vet speedily turn thou again, and reward him whore thou canst, 
for Idnd encouragement in good cuttcth at the routs of evil, 
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Drive not ajimid infant from his home, in the early epring-Ume of his life. 
Commit not that treasure to aai hireling, nor wrencli the jonng heart's 

In his helpleBsnsBs leave him not alone, a stranger among strange chadrea, 
Where affection longeth for thy love, counting the dreary hours ; 
Where reU^on is made a terror, aiid innocence weepelh unheard ; 
Where Dp]iression grindeth without remedy, and cruelty delighteth in 

smiting. 
Wlierefore comjily with an evil fashion T Is it not to spare thee trouble ? 
Can he gather no knowledge at thy mouth } Wilt thou yield thine honour 

to anotlier 1 
Wliat can he gain in learning, to equal what ho loseth in innocence ? 
Alas ! for the price above gold, by which such learning cometh ! 
For emulative pride and envy are the specious idols of the diligent, 
Oaths and foul-moutlied sin bum in the language of the idle : 
Bolder in that mimic world of boys stareth brazen-fronted vice. 
Than ttiereafter in the haunts of men, where society doth shame her into 

My soul, look well around thee, ere thou give thy tunid mfant aido sorrows. 

There be many that say, We were happiest in days long post. 

When om deepest care was an ill-conned book. 

And when we sported b that merry sunshine of our life, 

Sadness a stranger to the heart, and cheerfulness its gay inhabitant 

True, ye are now loss pure, and therefore are more wretched ; 

But have ye quite forgoUen how sorely ye travailed at your tasks. 

How childish griefs and disappointments bowed down tlie cluldiah mind 1 

How sorrow sat upon your pillow, and terror hath waked thee up betimes. 

Dreading the strict hand of justice, that will not wait for a reason, 

Or the whims of petty tyrants, cliildren like yourselves. 

Or the pestilent extract of cvU poured into the ear of innocence ? 

Behold the coral island, fresh from the floor of the Atlantic, 

It is dintod hy every ripple, and a soft wave can smooth its surlace ; 

But soon ils substance hardeneth in the winds and tropic sun. 

And weakly the foaming billows break against its adamantme wall ; 

Even thus, though sin and care dash upon the firmness of manhood. 

The tunid child is wasted most by his petty troubles ; 

And seldom, when life is mature, and the strengtii proportioned to the 

harden, 
Will the feeling mijid, that can remember acknowledge to deeper anguiah. 
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Than wLen, aa a stranger and a little one, the heart first ached with 

anxiety, 
And the sprouting buds of sensibility were bruised by tlie harshncaa of a 

school. 
My soul, look well around thee, ere thou ^ve thine infant unto sorrows. 
Yet there be boisterous tempers, stout nerves, and stubborn hearts, 
And there is a riper season, when the mind is v/ell disciplined in good. 
And a time, when youth may tie Ijettered by the wholesome occasions of 

knowledge. 
Which rarely will it meet with so well as among the congregation of his 

fellows. 
Only for infancy, fond mother, rend not those first affections ; 
Only for the sensitive and timorous, consign not thy darling unto misery. 

A man lookefli on his little one, as a being of better hope ; 

In himself ambition is dead, but it hath a resurrection in his son ; 

That vein is yet untried, — and who can tell if it be not golden ? 

While his, well-nigh worked out, never yielded aught but lead : 

And thns is he hurt more sorely, if his wishes are defeated there ; 

He has staked his all upon a throw, and lo 1 the dice have foiled him. 

All ways, and at all times, men follow on in flacks. 

And the rife epidemic of the day shall tinctore the stream of education ; 

Fashion is a foolish watcher posted at the tree of knowledge, 

Who pluckofh its unripe fruit to pelt away the birds ; 

But for its golden apples, — they dry upon tho boughs, 

And few have the courage or the wisdom to eat in spite of fashion : 

One while, the fever is to learn, what none will be wiser for knowing, 

Exploded errors in extinct tongues, and occasions for their use are smaD ; 

And the bright morning of hfe, for years of misspent time. 

Wasted in following sounds, hatli tracked up little sense. 

Till at noon a man ia thrown upon the world, with a mind expert in trifles, 

Having yet every thing to learn, that can make him good or useful : 

The curious spirit of youth is crammed with unwholesome garbage, 

While staning for the mother's milk the breasts of nature yield ; 

And high-coloured fables of depravity lure with their classic varnish. 

While truth is liolding out in vain her mirror much despised. 

Of olden time, the fashion was for arms, to make an accomplished slayer. 
And set grcgaiions man a-tilting with his feUowa ; 
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Theceafter, occult sciences, and mysfic arts, and symbols, 

How to exorcise a wIzmtI, and how to lay a ghost ; 

Anon, all for gallantry and presence, the minuet, tlie palfrey, and the foil, 

And the grand nun of educalion was to produce a coxcomb ; 

Soon ciiraa scholastical dispute with hydra-headed argument. 

And the true pliLlosophy of mind confounded in a labyrinth of words : 

Than, the Pantheon, and its orgies, initialing docile childhood. 

While dihgent youth strove hard to render his all unto Ca;sar ; 

And now is seen the pas^on for utility, when all things are accounted by 

their price. 
And the wisdom of the wise is busied in hatcliing golden eggs. 
Perchance, not many moons to come, and all will again be for abstrusity, 
Unravelling the figured veil that hideth Eg3Tit'3 gods ; 
Or in those strange Avatars seeking benignant Vishnu, 
Kali and Kamala the lair, and much-invoked Ganesa. {_") 

The mines of loiowlodgc are oft laid bare through the forked hazel wand 

of chance. 
And in a mountain of quartz we find a grain of gold. 
Of a truth it were well to know all things, and to leatn them all at once, 
And what, though mortal insufficiency attdn to small knowledge of any T 
Man loveth exclusions, delighting in the sterile trodden path, 
WMle the broad green meadow is jewelled with wild flowers : 
And wiicther, is it better with the many to follow a beaten track. 
Or by eccentric wanderings to cull unheeded sweets 1 

When his reason yieldelh fruit, make thy child thy friend ; 

For a filial friend is a double gain, a diamond set in gold. 

As an infent, thy mandate was enough, but now let liim see thy reasons ; 

Confide in him, but with discretion; and bend a wilhng ear to his questions. 

More to thee than to all beside, let him owe good counsel and good 

guidance ; 
Let liim fee! his pursuits have an interest, more to thee than to all beside. 
Watch his native capacities ; nourish that which suiteth him the readiest ; 
And cultivate early those good inclinations wherein thou fearcst he is most 

lacking ; 
Is he phlegmatic and desponding ? let small successes comfort his hope ; 
Is lie obstinate and sanguine 3 let petty crosses accustom him to life. 
Showcth he a sordid spirit 1 be quick, and teach him generosity ; 
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Inclineth he to liberal excess J prove to him how hard it is to earn. 
Gather to Ihj hearth such friends as are worthy of honour and attention, 
For tlie company a man cliooseth is a visible index of his heart : 
But let not the pastor whom thou hearest be too much a familiar in thy 

house, 
For thy children may see his infirmities, and learn to cavil at his teaching. 
It ia well lo take hold on occasions, and render indirect instruction ; 
It is better to teach upon a system, and reap the wisdom of books : 
The history of nations yieldeth grand outlines : of persons, minute detaila : 
Poetry is polish to the mind, and high abstractions cleanse it. 
Consider the station of thy son, and breed him to his fortane with judg- 

The rich may profit in much which would bring small advantage to Uia 

But with all thy care for thy son, with all thy strivings for his wellare, 
Expect disappointment, and Jool: for pain : for he is of an evil stocli, and 
will grieve thee. 



OF TOLERANCE. 

A WTSE man in a crowded street wlnnelh his way with gentleness. 

Nor rudely pushetli aside Ihe stranger fliat slandcth in his path ; 

He Imowelh that blind hurry will but hinder, stirring up contention 

against him. 
Yet holdeth be steadily right on, with his face to (he scope of hie pursuit; 
Even so, in the congress of opinions, the buaOing highway of intelligence, 
Each man should ask of his nei ghbour, and yield to him again concession. 
Terras ill defined, and forms misunderstood, and customs, where tlieir 

reasons are unknown. 
Have stirred op many zealous souls to fight against imaginary giants : 
But wisdom will hear the matter out, and often, by keenness of perception, 
Will find in strange disguise the precious truth he socjieth ; 
So he leai-eth unto prejadice or taste the garb and the manner of her 

presence. 
Content to see so nigh the mistress of his love. 
There is no si.Tiilitude in nature that owneth not also to a dilTcrence, 
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Yea, no two berries are alike, though twins upon one stem ; 

No drop in Ihe ocear^ no pebble on the beach, no leaf in the forest, hath 

No mind in its dweiUng of mortality, no spirit in the world unseen : 

And theiefove, since capacity and essence differ alike with acddent. 

None but a bigot partisan wiO hope for impossible unity. 

Wilt thou ensue peace, nor buffet with the waters of contention. 

Wilt thou be counted wise and gain the love of men, 

Let unobtruded error escape the frown of censure. 

Nor lift the glass of truth aJway before thy fellows : 

I say not, compromise the right, I would not have thee countenance the 

wrong. 
But hear with charitable heart the reasons of an honest judgment ; 
For thou also hast erred, and fcnowest not when thou art moat right ; 
Nor whether to-morrow's wisdom may not prove thee simple to-day : 
Perchance thou art chiding in another what once thou wast thyself; 
Perchance t]iou sharply reprovest what Ihou wilt be hereafter. 
A man that can render a reason, is a man worthy of an answer ; 
But he that argueth for victory, deserveth not tlie tenderness of Trutli. 

Whiles a man liveth he may mend : count not thy brother reprobate ; 
When he is dead his chance is gono : remember not his faults m bitterness. 
A man, tiU he dieth, is immortal in thy sight ; and then he is as nothing ; 
Make not the living thy foe, nor take weak vengeance of the dead ; 
For life is as a game of chess, where least causoth greatest. 
And an ill move hringeth loss, and a pawn may insure victory. 
Dost thou suspect ? seek out certainty : for now, by self-inflicted pain, 
Or ill-directed wrath, thou wrongest thyself or thy neiglibour : 
Suspicion is on early leason, taught in the school of experience. 
Neither shalt thou easily unlearn it, though charity ply thee with her 

preaching ; 
Yet look thou well for reasons, or ever mistrust hath marred thee. 
Or fear curdled thy blood, or jealousy goaded thee to madness : 
For a look, or a word, or an act, may be taken well or ill, 
As construed by the latitude of love, or the closeness of cold suspicion. 

Better is the wrong with sincerity, rather than the right with falsehood : 
And a prudent man will not lay siege to tlie stronghold of ignorant bigotry. 
To unsettle a weak mind were an easy inglorious triumph, 
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And a Etrong cause taketh lillle count of the wortJiless suffrage of a fool : 

Ijghtly he held to the wrong, loosely will he cling to the right ; 

Weakness is the essence of his mini], and the reed cannot yield an acorn. 

Dogged obstinacy is oftentimes the buttress that proppeth an unslahle spirit. 

But a candid man bluslioth not to own he is wiser to^ky Ihan yesterday. 

A man of httle wisdom is a sage among fools ; 

But himself is cliief among the fbols, if he look for admiration from them. 

A heresy is on evil thing, for its shame is its pride : 

Its necessary difference of error is the character it most esteemeth : 

Give a man all things short of hbertj, thou sholt have no thanks. 

And htlle wilt thou speed with lliine opponenfj hy proving poinla he will 

concede. 
The tost sand darkeneth the waves ; and clearhadbeenthe pages of truth, 
Had not the glosses of men obscured the simplicity of faith. 
lu all tilings consider thine own ignorance, and gladly take occasion to be 

taught ; 
But Buffer not excess of liberality to neutralize thy mental independence. 
The faults and follies of most men make their deaths a gam ; 
But thou also art a man, full of faults and follies ; 
Therefore sorrow for Uie dead, or none shall weep for thee. 
For the measure of diarily thou dealest, shall be poured into tliine own 

bosom. 
That which vexeth thee now, provoking thee to hate thy brother. 
Bear with it ; the annoyance passeth, and may not return for ever : 
The same combinations and results which aggravate thy soul to-iay. 
May not meet again for centuries in the kaleidoscope of circumstance ; 
For men and matters change, new elements mixing in continually. 
And, as witli chemical magic, the sour is transmuted into sweelneSiS, 
A little explained, a little endured, a little passed over as a foible. 
And, lo, the jaj^;ed atoms fit like smooth mosaic. 
Thou canst not shape another's mind to suit thine own body. 
Think nut, then, to be fumishuig hia brain with thy special notions. 
Charity walketh with a high step, and stumbleth not at a trifle : 
Charity hath keen eyes, but the lashes half conceal them : 
Charity is praised of all, and fear not thou that praise. 
Cod will not love tlioe l.iss Iiecaiifj! men love thee more,(") 
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OF SORROW. 



I SAID, I will seek out sorrow, and ramister ihe balm of pity : 

So I Bought her in the house of mourning ; but peace followed in her train. 

Then 1 marked her brooding silently in the gloomy cavern of Regret ; 

But a sunbeam of heavenly hope gleamed on her folded wing. 

So I turned to the cabin of the poor, where famine dwelt with disease ; 

Uut the bed of the sick was smoothed, and the ploughman whistled at his 

labour. 
So I stopped, and mused within myself, to remember where sorrow dwelt, 
For I sought to see her alone, uncomforted, nncompanioned. 
I went to the prison, but penitence was there, and promise of better times ; 
J listeneil at the madcnan's cell, but il echoed with deluded laughter. 
Then I turned me \a the rich aod nnWfl i I noted the sons of fashion : 
A smile was on the languid cheek, that nad no commerce with the heart ; 
Unhallowed thoughts, like fires, gleamed from the window of the eye. 
And sorrow lived with those whose pleasures add unto their sii\s. 

Ilis infancy wanted not guilt ; his life was continued evil ; 

He drew in pride with his mother's milk, and a father's lips taught liim 

cursing. 
I marked him as the vrayward boy ; I traced the dissolute youth r 
I saw him betray the innocent, and sarifice affection to his lust. 
I saw him the compnion of knaves, and a squanderer of ill-got gdn ; 
1 heard him ciu-se his own misery, while he hugged the chains that galled 

For well had experience declared the bitterness of guilty pleasure. 
But habit, with its iron net, involved him in its folds. 

Behind him lowered the thunder-storm, which the caldron of his wicked- 
ness had brewed ; 
Before him was the smooth steep diff whose base is ruin and despair. 
So he madly rushed on, and tried to forget his being : 
The noisy revel and the low debauch, ajid fierce excitement of play. 
With dreary interchange of palling pleasures, filled the diJl round of ex- 
Memory was to him as a foe, so he flew for false solace to the wine-cnp. 
And stunned his enemy at even, but she rent him as a giant in the mom- 
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I turned aside to weep ; I lost him a little while : 
I looked, and years had paat : he was hoar with the wintfir of his age. 
And whai was now his hope ? where was the balm for his sadness 7 
The memory of the past was guilt : the feeling of the present, remorse. 
Then ho set his affeclions on gold, he worshipped the shrine of Mammon, 
And to lay richer gifts before his idol, he starved his own boivels ; 
So, the youth spent in proll Igacy ended in the gripings of want : 
The miser grudged liimaelf husks, to take deeper vengeance of tlie prod- 
igal. 
And I said, this is sorrow; but pity cannot reach it. 
This is to be wretched indeed, to be guilty without n.'penlanee. 



Ms- soul was sickened within me, so ! sought the dwelling-place of Jo/ . 

And I met it not in laughter ; I found it not in wealth or power ; 

But I saw it in the pleasant home, where religion smiled upon content, 

And the satisfied ambidon of the heart r^oiced in the favour of its God. 

Behold the happy man, his face is rayed with pleasure, 

His thoughts are of calm delight, and none can know his hlesscdness ; 

I have watched him from his infancy, and seen him in the grasp of death, 

Yet never have I noted on his brow the clond of desponding sorrow. 

He hath knelt beside his cradle ; his mother's hymn luUod Ijim to deep ; 

In childhood he hath loved holiness, and drank from that fountain-head of 

Wisdom took him for her scholar, guiding his steps In purity : 

He lived unpolluted by the world ; and his young heart hated sin. 

But he owned not the spurious religion engendered of fiiclion and mo 

loseness. 
Neither were the sproutings of his soul seared by the brand of supet- 

His love is pure and single, sincere, and knoweth not change : 

For his manhood hath been blest with the pleasant choice of his youth: 

Behold his one beloved, she leaneth on bis arm. 
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And he looketh on the years that are past, to review the dawn of her 

affection. 
Memory ia sweet onto him as a perfect landscape to the sight ; 
Each object is lovely in itself, but the whole is the harmony of nature. 
Behold his htOe ones around him, they bask in the sunshine of his smile; 
And infant innocence and joy lighten their happy faces ; 
He is holy, and they honour him ; he is loving, and they love him ; 
He is consistent, and they esteem hun ; he is firm, and tliey fear him. 
Ills friends are tlie excellent among men ; and the bands of Iheir friend- 

ahip are strong ; 
His house is the palace of peace: for the Prince of Peace is there. 
As the wearied man to his couch, as the thoughtful man to his musings. 
Even so, from the bustle of life, he goeth to his well-ordered home. 
And though he often sin, he retnrnelh h iih weeping eyes : 
For he fecleth the mercies of forgiveness, and gloweth with warmer 

gratitude. 

Thus did he walk in happiness, and sorrow was a stranger to his soul ; 
Tiie light of affection sunned his heart, the tear of the grateful bedewed 

his feet. 
He put his hand with constancy to good, and angels knew him as a 

brother, 
And the busy satellites of evil Irfimbled ,is iit God's ally : 
He used his wealth as a wise steward, making hun friends for futurity; 
He bent his learning to religion, and religion was with him at the last : 
For I saw him after many days, wnen the time of his release was come. 
And I longed for a congregated world, to behold that dying samt. 
As the aloe is green and well-Iiking, til! the last best summer of its age. 
And then hangeth out its golden bells to mingle glory with corruption ; 
As a meteor travelleth in splendour, but bursteth in dazzling light ; 
Such was the end of the righteous : his death was the sun at his setting. 

Look on this picture of joy, and remember that portrait of sorrow i 

IJehold the beauty of hohness, behold tlie defoimjty of sin ! 

How long, ye sons of men, will ye scorn the ivords of wisdom ? 

How long will ye hunt for happiness in the caverns that breed despair 7 

Will ye comfort yourselves in miseiy, by denying the existence of deliglit. 

And from esperienco in woe, will tc reason tliat none aro liappy ? 
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Joy is not in your path, for it lovoth not tliat blealt broad road. 
Bat its flowers are liung upon the hedges that line a narrower way ; 
Aud Uiere the faint travellers of earth may wander and gather for them- 
selves, 
To soothe their wounded heart<^ with bahn from the amaranllis of heaven. 
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KOTES. 

(FIRST SERIES.) 

(') "And thine enfranchised feUows hail thy ivhiie m 
Page 12. 

See the sloty of Thesena, sa delailed in Dryden'a translation of Flulareb 
Life I. 

C) "Who haih companioned a vision from Ihe Imrn or ivory gale?" 

Page U. 
Virg. Mn. VI. 894-897. 

" Sunt geminffi Bomni ports ; quarum altera ferlnr 
Cornea ; qua veris fecilia datur eziius umbria ; 



C) "The sea-wort floating on the waves," ^-c. Page 16. 
The common sea-weeda on the shores of Europe, the algE end fuei, after 
having, for ages, been conaidered as eynoiiymoua wiih every thing vile and 
worthless, have, in modem timea, been found to fae abundant in iodine. Hie only 
known cure for scrofula, and kelp, so useful in many mnnufacturea. Horace 
has signsliwd his ignorance of this fact in Od. III. 17, 10, " alga inmih," &o, ; 

and, in JI. Sat. 5, 8, ironically saying, that, " virtus, nisi cum re, viliw 

alga est." Virgil also has put into the mouth of Thyrais, in Eel. VII. 42, 
" Projeola vUioi alg4." 

(') "llalli the crocus yielded up its bulb" ^. Page Ifi. 

The Butumnal crocus, or colchicum, which consisis of iilile more than a 
deep bulbous root, and a delicate like flower, produces a substance which is 
called veratrin, and has been naed with signal success in the cure of gout and 
Bimilar diseases. A few hnos lower down, with reference to the ehn, I would 
remark, that no use has yet been discovered in Ihe principle caUed " ulmine," 

" The boon offer Peru" b the potato. 
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(') "When acorns gite md fragrant drink" dec. Pago 17. 
At a meeting of the Medico -Eotanicol Society, (ui 1837,) llia F 
inlroduced to the notice of the niembets a new Lcvewise which very ranch 
tesembled coflee, and waa made from acorns p»leii, chojiped, and roasted, 
Bread mode bom sawdust is certainly not very palatable, but no one can doubt 
that it is far more sweet and wbolcsome tlian " no bread ;" in a famine, this 
tlisco¥cry, which has passed almost sub silentio, would prove tobeof tha highest 
iinpoitance. The darnel, it may be observed, in pasing, is highly poisonous, 
and a proper opposite to the lotiia. 

(■) "He, -who seeming old in ymtOi," 4-c. Page 22. 
Compare Isa. lii. 14, " His visage was so marred more than any man, and 
bis form more than the sons of men," with the idea implied in the observation, 
John viii. 57, " Thou art not yelffly years old, and hast ihou seen Abraham ? 
Our Lord was then thirty-three, or, according to some chrouologists, even 
younger. 

(J) 'M sentence Tialh formed a ckaracier, and a character suMueA a king' 
dom." Page 25. 
A better instance of this could scotoely be found than in the late Lord Ex- 
mouth, who first directed his thoughts to the sea from a casual remark made by 
a groom. Sec his Life. 

(') " Thai small camrn," ^c. Pa^e 26. 
The pineal gland, a Email oval about the size of a pea, situated nearly in 
the centre of the brain, and generally found to contain, even in children, aoiriB 
particles of gravel. Galen, and after him Des Cartes, imagined it the Beat of 

(•) "The Greek lialh surname^, order. " Page 31. 
Kiioiia;. The Latins also, who rarely can show a beautiful idea which they 
have not borrowed from Greece, have made a similar application of the term 
" mundus" to the fabric ol the world. 

("*) "To ihis our day Uie RechaM/e rvanlelli not a man," ^c. Page 37. 
I have heard it related of Wolfe, the missionary, that when in Arabia, he 
fell in with a small wandering tribe, who refused to drink wine, not on Moham- 
medan principles, bnt because it had in olden time been " forbidden by Jonadab. 
the son of Rechab, their father." Compare Jeremiah xiiv. 19, " Jonadab, the 
con of Reehob, shall not want a man to stand before me lor ever." It wilt 1m 
found in Mr. Wolfe's Journal. 
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C) "Of Rest." Page 37. 
A very obvious objection to the views of Rest here given has probably oo- 
emeA lo more than one religioira reader of the English Bible ; " there 
remaineth a rest for the people of God ;" doubtless intending the heavenly 
Inheritance. If the Greek Testament is referred to (Heb. iv. 9), the word trana- 
lated" rest "will be found to be o=fl^iir.T,irl: ; asubbatism, orpcrpetual Sabbath^ 
a real indeed from evil, but very far from being a rest from good : an elemnl 
act of ecalBtic intelleclnal worship, or temporary acts in infinite eeties. It ia 
trae that another word, .a^iaoffK, implying complete cessation, occniB in the 
context ; but this is used of the earthly imaee, Joshua's rest in Canaan; tho 
material rest of earth becomes in the aides a spiritual Sabbath ; although I aro 
ready to admit that the apostle goes on to argue from the word of the type. 
In pasang, let us observe, by way of showing the uncertainty of trusting to any 
feolated expression of the present scriptural version, that there are no less than 
tx several words of various meaning which in our New Testament are all 
mdiflerently rendered rest; as in Matt. xii. 53, di-famK ; in John ja. 13, 

ii.K-i( ; and in Heb. iv. 9, •ta^Sari'ifit. The tD.^flu^t is, I apprehend, what is 
generally meant by leat ; bo wishes Byron's Giaour to " sleep without the dream 
of what he was ;" so he who in life " loathed the languor of repose." avows 
lhathe"wouldnot,ifhemight,he blest, and sought no Paradise but Rest." 
Such, at least, is not the Christian's Sabbath, which indeed fiilly agrees, as might 
be expected, with metaphysieal inquiries : a good spirit cannot test from activity 
In good, nor an evil one from activity in evil. Rest, in its common slothful 
acceptation, is not possible, or is, at any rate very improbable, in the case of 
qtiritual creatures. 

('■) "Calm nigh thai hreeJeOi thoughls." Page 37. 
EifpSvi. Another delicate example of the Greek elegance in mind and 
language. 

C) ''Proteus," (fc. Page 43. 
Compare Virgil, Geor. IV. 40G, 412. 

" Turn variE eludent species atque ora ferarum. 
Fiet enim aubito bus horridus, atraque tigris, 
Squamososquc draco, et fulvft cervioe leiena ; 
Aut acrem ilammai sonilum dabit, atque ita vinclis 
Exoidet i aut m aquas tenues dilapaus abibit. 
Sed, quanto ille iJ!!isis formas se vertel in omnes, 
Tanlo, nate, magis contenuj tenacia vincla." 
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('*) "We wait, like ike sage of Salamis, to see what the end will he." 

Page 45. 

In allusion to ihe well-known anecdote of Solon at (he court of CrteBUB. 

(") "Crowded wUh a Tainhovi of tmierald, ihe green memorial (f earth." 
Page 38. 
See Rev. iv. 3, " There was a rainbow ronnd about the throne, in sight 
lilse nnto an emerald ;" it may be a iancifiil but it is a pleasing idea, that this 
emerald rainbow was, as it were, a reflection of the earth, which " God so 
loved,', and whose universal robe is green. 

{'°) "Like the Parthian.'" Page 64. 
Compare Horace, Od. I. 19, 13,"VeisiB animosnm equis Parthum," and 
Virg. Geo, III. 21, " Paribus fidensfiiga.versisque sagittis,', with Psalm IxiviiL 
9, " Tlie children of Ephraim carrying bows, who lamed themselves Irack in 
the day of battle." 

(") "ThegiaM king of palms." Page 65. 
The magniJicenl Talipat palm, the column of which freqnently eioeeds one 
hundred feet in height, whose leaves are each thirty feet in breadth, and whose 
single crop of 5uil3 ftaelfl a whole country. 

(") "M is on7y ihe band of ihe redeemed who can tell thee ilie fullness of 
thai name." Page 68. 
Strictly speaking, only a falleu being is capable of religion, a bringing or 
binding hack of the afiectiona to their proper object. An angel or other pnra 
intelligence, can have no sympathies with the fallen, as each, and therefore can 
know nothing oi re-Ugion, as such ; his worahip is allegiance or hegeaiice. 

(") "Of a Trinity." Page 68. 
The candid reader who disBents from the doctrine of the Trinity, will hava 
the goodneas to remember, that the queationilself stands on far other and higher 
groundfl than those of mere analogy: this observation is made m case the 
slight argament here urged should seem weak and unsatiafnctory to a reflective 
mind ; it is nothing more llian an addition pro lucro. It does not at all affect 
the argwnent that the three elements of all things should be now unknown, or 
unsospected. The idea thrown out may one day be lound to be correct ; Bad 
in fact it will be very difficult to prove the contrary, inn amuch as to an assertion 
of its fiilsity, " ready answer comcth," — wait imtil we know more. 
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(_'") "The rwaniay light is a comjimnul, the triune sha. 
Page 70. 

Tlie rainbow, which is light analyzed, ia but three coiourB, blue, yellow, and 
red, with Iheir intenncdiate Bhadsa. I think no one of these can be mixed or 
made of olhers, and iu their union iJiey produce colourless light. 

(") "Upon whose lips ihe mystic hm" ifc. Page 78, 
The classical reader will not need to be reminded of the omen that hap- 
pened to the iufimt Findar. 

('*) "L-i atiother Omar hum tJieJull liiTOn/ ofltnowkdge." Pago 79. 
The Alexandrian library, compiled by Ftolemy Euergetea, contained 700,000 
manuBcripta, all of which were burnt by the fanatical cahf Omar. 

(") "The slrange skin garments cast upm the shore svggest (mother 

hemisphere." Page 86. 
An anecdote I have somewhere heard of Columbus, who, having sailed as 
fiir as Flores, one of the Western Islands, was induced to proceed further from 
hearing that savage rcbcs and weapons had been cast up by the sea, afler the 
nrevalence of westerly gales. It will probably be met with ui ■Washington 
Irving'B Life of Columbus. 

i^*")" The lichen . . . dying, diggeth its ovm grave." Page 86, 
One of the great uses of theac pioneers of vegetation is to corrode and fret 
the smooth surfoce of the rocks, by an acid which they generate during decom- 

('') "Ridityule — the lest of truth. Page 89. 
One of the weakesl points m the Shaftesbury philosophy, which would 
weigh principles against puns. 

(") "And being but wen, as men, ye own to all the sympalhies of manhood:' 
Pago 100. 
The noble and masculine Sentiment of Terence, which of old eleetrliied the 
w.iole tliealre 

" Homo sum, humani nihU a me alienem puto." 

t") "Ganesa." Page 113. 

The elephant-headed god of prudence who ia invoked on every occasion by 

the Hindoos. Kah, called also Durga, is a deslroyijig power. Knmala signi- 

fieB " lotus-like," a type of beauty, and one of the names of Lakshmi. 

Vishna is the great Preserver in the Brahmin triad : his incarnations are called 
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PBOVERBIAl PHILOSOPHY. 



INTRODUCTORY. 

Come again, and greet me as a friend, fellow-pilgrim upon life's highway : 
Leave awhile the hot and dusty road, to loiter in the greenwood of Rc- 

ileetion. 
Come, unto my cool dim grotto, that is watered by the rivulet of truth, 
And over Miiiro dme-stajned rock climb the fairy flowers of content ; 
Here, upOL -li J mossy bank of leisure fling thy load of cares. 
Taste my simple store, and test one soothing hour. 

Behold, I would count thee for a brother, and commune with thy charitable 

Though wrapt within the mantle of a prophet, I stand mine own weak 

scholar. 
Heed no disciple for a teacher, if knowledge be not found upon his tongue ; 
For vanity and folly were the lessons these lips nntaoght could give : 
The precious staple of my merchandise cometh from a better country 
The harvest of my reaping sprang of foreign seed : 
And this poor pensioner of Mercy — should he boast of merit ? 
The grafted stock, — should that be proud of apples not its own ! 
Into the bubbling brook I dip my hermit shell ; 
Man receiveth as a cup, but Wisdom is the river. 

Moreover, for this ffllagree of fancy, this Oriental garnish of sunilitude, 

Alas, ttie world is old, — and all things old within it: 

I walk a trodden patii, I love the good old ways ; 

Prophets, and priests, and kings have tuned the harp I faintly touch. 
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Truth in a gannent of the past, is my choice and simple iheme ; 
No truth is new to-day ; and (he mantle was another's. 

Still, there is an bsoct swarm, the buzzing cloud of Imagery, 
Mote-like steaming on my sight, and thronging my reluctant mind ; 
The memories of studious culling, and multiplied amlo^es of nature, 
Fresh feehngs unrepressed, welUng from the heart spontaiieonB, 
Facts, and comparisons, and meditative atoms, gathered on Ihe heap of 

ccmhination. 
Mingle in the fashion of my speech with gossamer dreams of Heverie. 
I need not beat the underwood for game ; my pheasants flock upon the 

And gamboling hares disport fearless in my dewy held ; 

1 roam no heath-empurpled hills, wewily watching for a WDvey, 

But thoughts fly swift to my decoy, eager to be caught ; 

I sit no quiet angler, hngering patiently for sport. 

But spread my nets for a draught, and take the glittering shoal ; 

I chase no soHtary stag, tracking it with breathless toil. 

But hunt with Aurung-zebe, and spear surrounded thousands '. (') 

What then, — count ye this a boast I— sweet charity, think it other. 
For the dog-fish and poisonous ray are captured in the mullet-haul : 
The crane and the kite are of my thoughts, alike with the partridge and 

the quail. 
And unclean meala as of the clean hang upon my Seric shambles. 
—How, saith he ? shall a man deceive, dressing up his jackal as a lionT 
Or colour in stjud hues of fact the changing vest of falsehood ? — 
Brother, unwittingly ho may ; doubtless, unwillingly he doth : 
For men are full of fault, and how should he he righteous 7 
Carefully my garden hath been weeded, yet shall it be foid with thistle ; 
My grapery is diligently thinned, and yet many berries will be sour : 
From my nets have I flung the had away, to my small skill and caution j 
Yet may some sluny snake have counted for an eel ; 
The rudder of man's best hope cannot always steer himself from error ; 
The arrflw of man's straightest aim Hieth short of truth. 
Thus, the confession of sincerity visit not as If it were presumption ; 
Nor own rae for a leader, where thy re^on is not guide. 



Hosted by Google 



OF CHEERFULNESS, 



OF CHEERFULNESS. 

Take courage, prisoner of time, for there bo many comforts, 
Cease thy labour in the pit, and bask awhile witli truants in the Eiin : 
Be cheerful, mm of care, for great is the multitude of chancea. 
Burst thy fetters of anxiety, and wallc among the citizens of ease. 
Wherefore dost thou doubt 7 if present good is round thee. 
It mny be well to look for change, hut to trust in a continuance is better ; 
Whilst, at tlie crisis of adversity, to hope for some amends were wisdom, 
And cheerfully to hear thy cross in patient strength is duty. 
I speak of common troubles, and the petty plagues of life. 
The phantom-spies of Unbelief, that lurk about his outposts ; 
Sharp Euapicion, dull distrust, acd sullen stern morosencss. 
Are captains in that locust swarm to lead the cloudy host. 
Thou hast need of fortitude and faitii, for the adversaries come on thickly. 
And he (hat fled hatii added wings to his pursuing foes ; 
Fight them, and the cravens flee ; thy boldness is their panic ; ^ 
Fear them, and thy treacherous heart hath lent the ranks a lepon : 
Among tiicir shouts of viotory resoundeth the wail of Heraclitus, 
While Democrite, confident and cheerful, hath plucked up the standard 
of their camp, (') 

Not few nor light are the burdens of life ; then load it not wllli hea\-ines3 

of spirit ; 
Sickness, and penury, and travail, — there be real ills enow : 
We are wandering benighted, with a waning moon ; plunge not rashly 

Where cold and poisonous damps will quench the torch of hope : 

The tide is strong against us ; good oarsmen pull or perish,— 

If your arms he slack for fear, ye shall not stem the torrent. 

A wise traveller goeth on cheerily, through fair weather or foul; 

He knoweth that his journey must he sped, so he carrieth his sunshine 

with him, 
Colamitiescome not as a curse,-^jor prosperity for other than a trial ; 
Bttuggle— thou art better for the strife, and the very energy shall hearten 

Good ia taught in a Spartan schoolj— hard lessons and a rough discipline, 
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But evil comeOi idly of itself, in the luxury of Capuan holidays ; 
And wisdom will go bravely forth to meet the chastening scourge, 
Enduring with ti thankful lieart that punishment of liove. 

There be three chief rivers of despondency ; sin, sorrow, fear ; 

Sin is the deepest, sorrow hath its shallows, and fear is a noisy rapid : 

But even to the darliest holes in guilt's profouiidest river 

Hope can pierce with quickening ray, and ail those depths are lightened. 

So long as there is mercy in a God, hope is the privilege of creatures. 

And so soon as there is penitence in creatures, that hope is esalted into 

Verily, consider this for courage ; that the fearful and the unbelieving 
Are classed with idolaters and hars, because they trusted not in God : (_*) 
For it is no other than selfish sin, a hard and proud ingratitude. 
Where seeming repentance is herald of despair, instead of hope's fore- 



Moreover, in thy day of Grief, — for friends, or fame, or fortune. 

Well I wot the heart shall ache, and mind be numlied in torpor : 

Let nature weep ; leave her alone ; the freshet of her sorrow must run off; 

And sooner will the lake be clear, relieved of turbid fioodings. 

Yet see that her license halh a hmit ; with the novelty her agony is over ; 

Hasten in that earliest calm, to tie her in the leash with Reason. 

For regrets cro an enervating folly, and the season for energy is come, 

Yea rather, that the future nay repair with diligence the ruins of the pasL 

Again, for empty fears, the Jiarassings of possible calamity ; 

Pray, and thou shalt prosper; trust in God, and tread Ihem down. 

Yield to the phantasy, — thou sinnest; resist it, Ila will aid tliee. 

Out of him there is no he!p, nor any sober courage. 

Feeble is the comfort of the faithless, a man without a God ; 

Who dare counsel such an one to fling away his fears 7 

Fear is the heritage of him, a portion wise and merciful. 

To drive the trembler into safety, if haply he may turn and flee : 

Nevertheless, let him reckon if he vri]l, that all ho counteth casual 

May as well be for him as against him : dice liave many sides : 

And, even as in ailments of lie body, diseases follow closely upon dreadB, 

So, with infirmities of mind, is feai the pallid harbinger of failure. 

It were wise to talk undanntod even in an accidental chaos, 
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For the brave man is at peace and free to get tte mastery of circumstance 
The atontest annouT of defence is that whicli is worn within the bosom. 
And the weapon that no enemy can parry, ia a bold and cheerful spirit ; 
Catapults in old war worked like Titans, crushing foes with rocka ; 
So doth a strong-springed heart throw back eveiy load on its assailants. 

I went heavily for cares, and fell into tho trance of sorrow : 

And behold, a vision in my trance, and my ministering angel brought it : 

There stood a mountain huge and steep, the awful Rock of Ages ; 

The sun upon its summit, and storms midway, and deep ravines at foot; 

And, as I looked, a dense black cloud, suddenly dropping from the thunder, 

Filled, like a cataract, with yeaaty foam, a narrow smiling (■aJIey : 

Close and hard that vaporous mass seemed (o press the ground. 

And lamentable sounds came up, as of some that were smothering beneath. 

Then, as I walked upon the mountain, cleat in summer's noon. 

For charity I called aloud. Ho ! climb up hither to the sunshine. 

And even like a stream of light my voice had pierced the mist : 

I saw below two Eunilies of men, and knew their names of old : 

Courage, struggling through the darkness, stout of heart and gladsome, 

Kan up the shining ladder which the voice of hope had made ; 

And tripping lightly by his side, a sweet-eyed helpmiOe with him, 

I looked upon hor face to welcome pleasant Cheerfulness ; 

And a babe was cradled in bar bosom, a laughing little prattler. 

The child of Cheerfulness and Courage, — could his name be other than 

Success ? 
So, from his happy wife, when they both stood beside me on the mountain. 
The fond father took that babe, and set him on his shoulder m the sunshine. 

Again I peered into the valley, for I heard a gasping moan, 

A desolate weak cry, as muffled in the vapours. 

So down that crystal shaft into tho poisonous mine 

1 sped for charity to seek and save, — and those I sought fled from me. 

At length, I spied far distant, a trembling withered dwarf, 

Who crouched beneath the cloak of a tall and spectral mourner ; 

Then I knew Cowardice and Gloom, and followed them on In darkness. 

Guided by tlieir rustling robes and moana and mufBod cries. 

Until in a sufTocnting pit the wretched p.iir had perished,— 

And lo, thoir whitening bones were shaping out an epita.ph of Failure- 
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So I saw that despondency was death, and flung my turdens from me. 
And, lightened by that cflort, I was raised above the world ; 
Yea, in the strangeness of my vision, I seemed to soar on wings. 
And the names they called my wings were Cheerfulness and Wisdom. 



OF YESTERDAY. 

Speak, poor almsman of to-day, whom none can assure of a to-morrow, 
Tell out, -ttith honest heart, tlie price tliou eetteat upon yesterday, 
la it then a writing in tlie dust, traced by the finger of idleness. 
Which Industry, clean housewife, can wipe away for ever 7 
Is it as a furrow on the sand, faghioned by the toying waves. 
Quickly to be trampled then again by the feet of the returning tide 7 
Is it as the pale blue smoke, rising from a peasant's hovel. 
That melteth mto limpid air, before it topped the larches ? 
Is it but a vision, unstable and unreal, which wise men soon forget 1 
Is it as the stranger of the night,— gone, we heed not whither 7 
Alas ! thou foolish heart, whose thoughts are but as these, 
Alas ! deluded soul, that hopeth thus of Yesterday. 

For, behold,— those temples of Ellora.the Brahmin's rock-built shrine, 
Behold,— yon granite cliff, which the North Sea buffeteth in vain,— 
That stout old forest fir,— these waking veiities of life,— 

This guest hiding ever, not strange, nor a servant, but a son, 

Such, man, are vanity and dreams, transient as a rainbow on the cloud, 
Weighed against that solid fact, thine ill-remembered Yesterday. 

Come, let me show thee an ensample, where Nature shall instruct us ; 
Luxuriantly the arguments for truth spring native in her gardens. 
Seek wo yonder woodman of the plain ; he is measuring his axe to tlie elm. 
And anon the sturdy strokes ring upon the wintry air : 
Eagerly the village schoolboys cluster on the tightened vope, 
Shouting, and bending to the pull, or lilted from the ground elastic ; 

The huge tree bowcth like Sisera, howctli to its foes with fointness, 

Its smews crack,— deep groans declare the reeling anguish of Goliath, 
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The wedge ia driven home, — and the saw is at ila heart, — and lo, with 

solemn slowness, 
The shuddering monarch riseth from his tliroiie, toppled witli a crash,— 

and is fallen '. 

Now, shall the mangled stamp teach proud man a Icssoti ; 
Now, can we from thai elm-tree's sap distill the wine of Truth. 
Heed ye tJiose hundred rings, concentric from the core, 
Eddying in various waves to the red bark's shore-like rim 1 
These be the gothering of yesterdays, present all to-day. 
This is the tree's judgment, self-history (hat cannot be gainsaid : 
Seven years agone there was a drought, — and the seventh ring is nar- 
rowed; 
The fifth from hence was half a deluge, — the fifth is cellular and broad. 
Thus, Man, thou art a result, the growlli of many yesterdays. 
That stamp thy secret soul with marks of weal or woe ; 
Thou art an almanac of self, the living record of tliy deeds ; 
Spirit hath its scars as well as body, sore and aching In their season : 

Lo, here, the heart-wood rotten ; lo, tliere, perclianoe, the sap-wood sound. 

Nature teachelh not m vain ; thy works are in thee, of thee ; 

Some present evil bent hatli grown of older errors ; 

And what if thoa be walking now uprightly 3 Salve not thy wounds 

witJ) poison, 
As if Q petty goodness of to-day hath blotted out the sin of yesterdav ; 
It is well, thou hast hfe and hght ; and the Hewer showeth mercy. 
Dressing the root, pruning the branch, and looking for thy tardy fruits; 
But, even here, as thou standest, cheerful belike and careless. 
The stains of ancient evil are upon thee, (he record of thy virong is in 

For, a curse of many yesterdays is thine, many yesterdays of sin. 
That, liaply little heeded now, shall bkst thy many morrows. 

Shall then a man reck nothing, hut hurl mad defiance at his Judge, 

Knowing that less than an omnipotent cannot make the has been, not been? 

He ought, — so Salan spake ; he must, — so Atheism urgeth ; 

He may, it was the libertine's thought; he doth, — the bad world said it. 

But thou of humbler heart, thou student wiser tor simpUcity, 

While nature wamelh thee betimes, heed the loving counsel of Religion, 
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True, this chajige is good, anij penitence most precious ; 

But trust not thou thy change, nor rest upon repentazice ; 

For we all are corrupted at the core, smooth as surface seemeth ; 

What health can bloom in a beautiful skin, when rottenness halh fed upon 

the bones 1 
And guilt is parcel of as all ; not thou, sweet nursling of affection. 
Art spotless, though so passing fair,— nor thou, mild patriarch of virtue. 

Behold then the hotter Tree of Life, free unto us aJl for glutting. 

Cut tliee from the hollow root of self, to be budded on a richer Vine. 

Be desperate, O man, as of evil, so of good : tear that tunic from thee ; 

The past can never he retrieved, be the present what it may. 

Vain is the penance and the scourge, yain the fast and vigil ; 

The fencer's cautious skill to-day, can this erase his scars 1 

It is Man's to famish as a faquir, it is Man's to die a devotee, 

Light is liie torture and the toil, balanced with the wages of Eternity: 

But, it is God's to yearn m love on the humblest, the poorest, and the 

Pot ho givelh freely, as a King, asking only thanks for mercy. 

Look upon this noble-hearted Substitute ; seeing thy woes, he pitied Ihee 

Bowed beneath the mountain of thy sin, and perished,— but for Godhead) 

There stood the Atlas in his power, and Prometheus in his love is there. 

Emptying on wretched man the blessings earned from heaven : 

Pot them not away, hide them in Ihy heart, poor and peniteM receiver. 

Be gratitude thy counsellor to good, and wholesome fear unto obedience: 

Remember, the prunlng-knife is keen, cutting cankers even from Hie vine : 

Remember, twelve were chosen, and one among them liveth— in perdiUon." 

Yea, — &«■ standing unatoned, the soul is a bioon on the prdrie. 

Hunted by thoso trooping wolves, the many sinful yesterdays : 

And it speedeth a terriiied Deucalion, flinging back (he pebble in his fligl^ 

The pebble that must add one more to those pursuing ghosts. (') 

O man, there is a storm behind, should drive thy bark to haveii ; 

Thy foe, the foe is on thy track, patient, certain, and avenging ; 

Day by day, solemnly and BUently, foUoweth the fearful past,— 

His step is lame but sure ; for he catcheCh the present in etemi^ : 

And how to escape that foe, tho present-past in future ? 

How to avert that fate, living consequence of causes unexistent ? 

Boldly we must overleap his birth, and date above his ip 
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Grafted on (he living Tree that was liefore a yo3tc^ky ; 

No refuge of a younger birth than one that saw creation, 

Can hide the child of time from still condemning yesterday. 

There is the Sanctuaiy-cily, mocliing at the wrath of thine Avenger, 

Close at hand, with its wicliet on tlie latch; haste for thy life, pool 

hunted one ! 
The gladiator, Guilt, lightelh as of old, armed with net and dagger ; 
Snaring in the mesh of yesterdays, stabbing wiUi the poniard of to-day : 
Fly, thy sword is broken at the hilt ; fly, thy shield is shivered ; 
Leap the barriers and baffle him ; the arena of the past is his. 
The bounds of Guilt are the cycles of Tune; thou must be safe witjiin 

Eternity ; 
The arms of God alone shall rescue thee from Yesterday. 



OF TO-DAY. 

Now, is the oonstant syllable ticking from the clock of time, 

Now, is the watchword of the wise. Now, is on the banner of the prudent. 

Cherish thy to-day and prize it well, or ever it be gulfed into the past, 

Husband it, for who can promise if it shall have a morrow T 

Behold thou art, — it is enough ; that present care be thine ; 

Leave tlion the past to thy Redeemer, intrust the future to thy Friend ; 

But for to-day, child of man, tend thou charily the minutes, 

The harvest of thy yesterday, (he seed-corn of thy morrow, 

last night died its day ; and the deeds (hereof were judged t 

Thou didst lay thee down aa in a shroud, in darkness and death-like 

slumber ; 
But at the trumpet of (his mom, waking the world to resurrection. 
Thou didst arise, like others, to live a new day's life ; 
Fear, lest folly give thee cause to monm its passing presence, 
Fear, that to-morrow's sigh be not, would God it had not dawned ! 

For, To-day (he lists arc set, and (hou musl bear thee bravely. 
Tilling for honour, duty, Ufe, or death without reproach ; 
To-day, is the trial of thy fortitude, dannijess Mandan chief; 
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To-day, is thy watch, O sentinel ; tcwiay thy reprieve, captive ; 
V/hai mote 1 to-day is the golden chance wherewith to snatch fruitions- 
Be glad, grateful, temperate: there are asp3 ajnong fhe &gs. 
For the potter's clay is in thy hands, — to mould it or to mar it at thy wiH, 
Or idly to leate it in the sun, an uncouth Imnp, to harden. 

bright presence of To-day, let me wrestle with thee, gracious angel, 

1 will not let thee go, except thou bless me ; hless me, then. To-day : 

Bweet garden of To-day, let me gather of thee, precious Eden, 

1 have stolen bitter knowledge, give me fruits of life To-day: 

true temple of To-day, let me worship in thee, glorious Zion ; 

1 find none other place nor time, than where I am To-day ; 

living rescue of To-day, let me run unto thee, ark of refuge ; 

1 see none other hope nor chance, but standeth in To-day : 

rich banquet of To-day, let me feast upon thee, saving manna ; 

1 have none other food nor store, but daily bread To-day ! 

Behold, thou art pilot of the ship, and owner of that freighted galleon. 
Competent, with all thy weakness, to steer into safety or be lost : 
Compass aiid chart are in thy liand : roadstead and rocks thou knowest ; 
Thon art warned of reefs and shallows ; thou beholdest the harbour and 

its lights. 
What 1 shall thy wantonness or sloth drive the gallant vessel on the 

breakers? 
What T shaU the helmsman's hand wear vpoa the black lee shore ? 
Vain is that excuse ; thon canst escape : thy mind is responsible for 

wrong ; 
Vain that murmur ; thou may'st live : thy soul is debtor for the right. 
To-day, in the voyage of thy life down the dark tide of lime. 
Stand boldly to thy tiller, guide thee by the pole-slar, and be safe ; 
To«3ay, pasBuig near the sunken-rocks, the quicksands and whirlpools of 

probation, 
Leave awhile the rudder to swing round, give the wind its heading, and be 

wrecked. 

The crisis of man's desHny is Now, a still recurring danger : 
Who can tell the trials and temptations coming with the coming hour 7 
Thou Blandest a target-like Sebastian, and the arrows whistle near thee : 
Who knoweth when he may be hit ? for great is the company of archere,' 
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Each breath is bunleneil with a bidding, and every miirate hath its toii- 

For spirits, good and bad, cluster on the tbiclily peopled air : 

Sin may blast tiiee, grace may bless thee, good or ill this hour ; 

Chanoe, and change, and doubt, and fear, are parasites of ali. 

A man's life is a tower, with a staircase of many steps, 

That, as he toilelh upward, crumble successively behind him : 

No going back, the past is an abyss ; no stopping, for the present perish- 

etli; 
But ever hasting on, precarious on the foothold of To-day. 
Our cares are all To-day ; our joys are all To-dsy ; 
And in one little word, our life, what is it, but— To-day ? 



OF TO-MORROW. 

There is a floating island, forward, on the stream of time. 

Buoyant with fermenting air, and borne along the rapids ; 

And on that island is a siren, singing sweetly as she goeth. 

Her eyes are bright with invitafiwi, and allurement lurketh in her cheeka ; 

Many lovers vainly pursuing, follow her beckoning finger. 

Many lovers seek her still, even to the cataract of death. 

To-morrow is that island, a vain and foolish herilage. 

And, laughing with seductive lips, Delusion hideth there. 

Often, the precious present is wasted in visions of the future, 

And coy To-morrow cometh not with prophecies fulfilled. 

There is a faJry skiff, plying on the sea of lifo, 

And charitably toiUng still to save the shipwrecked crews ; 

Within, kindly patient, sittelh a gentle mariner. 

Piloting, through surf and strdt, the fragile barks of men ; 

How cheering is her voice, how skilfully she guideth, 

How nobly leading onward yet, defying even death ! 

To-morrow is that skiff, a wise and welcome rescue. 

And, full of gladdening words and looks, that mariner is Hope. 

Often, the painful present is comforted by flattering the futHra 

And kind To-morrow bcareth half the burden* of To-day. 
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To-morrow, whisperctli weakneBs ; and To-morrow findeth him the weaker: 

To-morrow, promisetli conscience ; and behold, no to-day for a fulfilment. 

O name of happy omen unto youth, O bitter word of terror to the dotard, 

Goal of folly's lazy wish, and sorrow's over-coming friend. 

Fraud's loophole, — caution's hint,— and trap to catch the honest, — 

Thou wealth to many poor, disgrace to many noble, 

Thou hope and fear, thou weal and woe, thou remedy, thou ruin. 

How thicMy swarms of thought are clustering round To-morrow. 

The hive of memory increaseth, to every day its cell ; 

There is the labour stored, the honey or corruption : 

Each mom the bees fly forth, to fill Ihe growing comb, 

Aud levy golden tribute of the uncomplaining flowera r 

To-morrow is their care ; they toil for rest To-morrow ; 

But man deferreth duty's task, and loveth ease to-day. 

TtMnorrow is that lamp upon the marsh, which a traveller never reacheth ; 
Tonnorrow, the rjunbow's cup, coveted prize of ignorance ; 
To-morrow, the shifting anchorage, dangerous trust of mariners ; 
To^norrow, the wrecker's beacon, wily snare of the destroyer. 
Reconcile conviction with delay, and To-morrow is a fatal lie ; 
Frighten resolutions into action, ToMuorrow is a wholesome baO, : 
J must, for I fear To-morrow ; this is the Cassava's food ; 
Why should 1 1 let mo trust To-motrowr-this is the Cassava's poison. 

Lo, it Is the even of To-day,— a day so lately a To-morrow ; 
Where aro those high resolves, those hopes of yesternight? 

fijnt heart, still shall thy whisper be, To-morrow, 

And must the growing avalanche of sin roll down that easy slope ? 
Alas, it is ponderous, and moving on iu might, that a Sisyphus may not 

But haste thee with the lever of a prayer, and stem its strength To^lay : 

For its race may speedily be run, and this poor nut, thyself, 

Be whelmed in death aid suffocating guilt, that dreary Alpine snow-wreath. 

Pensioner of life, be wise, and heed a brother's counsel, 

1 aJso am a beadsman, with scrip and staff aa tliou : 
Wouldest thou be bold against the past, and all its evil memories 
Wouldest tliou be safe amid the present, its dangers and temptations, 
Wouldest thoii be hopeful of the future, vague though it be and endless I 
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Haste thee, repent, telieve, obey ! thou standest in fLe conrage of a legion ; 

Commend the Past to God, with all its irrevocable harm, 

Humbly, but in cheerful trust, and banish vcun regrets ; 

Come to him, continually come, citsting all the Present at hia feet. 

Boldly, but in prayerful love,, and fling off selfish cares ; 

Commit the Future to his will, the viewless feted Future ; 

Zealously go forward with integrity, and God will bless thy feith. 

For that, feeble as thou art, there is with thee a mighty Conqueror, 

Thy friend, the some for ever, yesterday, to-doy, and to-morrow ; 

That friend, changeless as eternity, himself shall make thee friends 

Of thoae thy foes tnmsformed, yesterday, to-day, and to-morrow. 



OP AUTHORSHIP. 

(lEEAT is the dignity of Autliotship ; I magnify mine ofBce ; 

Albeit in much feebleness I hold it thus unworthily. 

For it is to be ono of a noble band, the welfare of the world, 

Whose haunt is on the lips of men, whose dwelling in their hearts 

Who are precious in the retrospect of Memory, and walk among the visions 

of Hope, 
Who commune with the good for everlasting, and call the wisest, brother, 
Whose voice halh burst the Silence, and whose hght is flung upon the 

Darlmess, 
— Flashing jewels on a robe of black, and harmony bounding out of chaos, — 
Who gladden empires with their wisdom, and bless to the farthest gene- 
Doers of illrmilable good, gainers of inestimable glory ! 
We speak but of the Magnates, we heed none humbler than the highest, 
We tako no count of sorry scribes, nor waste ono thought upon the 

groundlings ; 
Our eyes are lifted from the multitude, groping in the dark with candles. 
To gaze upon lliat firmament of praise, the constellated lamps of learning. 
Everduring witnesses of llifind, undisputed evidence of Power, 
Goodly volumes, living stones, build up their author's temple ; 
Though of low estate, his rank is above princes, — though needy, he hath 

worship of the rich, 
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When Goniua unfurleth on the winds liis banner aa a mighty leader. 

Just in purpose, and self-p<ffisessed in soul, lord of many talents, 

The mental Crcesus goeth forth, rejoicing in hia wealth ; 

Keen and clear perception gloweth on his forehead like a sunbeam, 

He reodelb men at a glance, and mists roll away belbre him ; 

The wise Jiave set him as their captain, the foolish are rebuked at liia 

presence, 
The excellent Uess him with their prayers, and the wicked praise him by 

Hia voice, mighty in operation, sticreth up llie world as a trumpet. 
And kings account it honour to be numbered of hia friends. 

Rare ia the worthiness of Authorahip ; 1 justify mine office ; 

Albeit fancies weak as mine credit not the calling. 

For it addelh immortality to dying facts, that are ready (o vanish away, 

Embalming as in amber the poor insects of an hour ; 

Shedding upon stocks and stones the tender light of interest, 

And illumining dark places of the earlb, with radiance of classic lustre. 

It hath power to make past things present, and availeth for the present in 

the future, 
Delivering thoughts, and words, and deeds, from the outer darkness of 

oblivion ; 
Where are the sages and the heroes, giants of old time ? — 
Where are the mighty kings that reigned before Agamemnon ? — ■ 
Alas, they lie unwept, mihonoured, hidden in the midnight ; 
Alas, for they died nnchronicled : their memorial perished with tliem. 
Where are the nobles of Nineveh, and mitred rulers of Babylon 7 
Where are the lords of Edom, and the royal pontiffs of Thebaia ? 
Tl e g Id n S t ap, and the Tetrarch, — the Hun, and the Druid, and the 

C It 
The m h nt 1 rinces of Phienicia, and the minds that fashioned Ele- 

phanta 
Alas f tl e p et hath forgotten them ; and lo ! they are outcasts of 

M m ry 
Ala that th y a e withered leaves, sapless and fallen from the chaplet of 

Speak, Etrnria, whose bones be these, entombed with costly care, — 
Tell out, Herculaneum, the titles that have sounded in those thy palacea,— 
Lyoiaii Zantlius, thy citadels are mute, and the honour of tlieir arehitecti 
hath died ; 
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Copan and Polenqiio, dreamy ruins in the West, the Torest liatli swallowea 

up your sculptures ; (*) 
Syracuse, — how silent of tlie past ! — Caithago, thou art hlolted from r«- 

membriinoe ! 
Egypt, wondrous shores, ye are tiiried in the sandliUls of forgetfultiosa ! 
Alas, — for in your glorious youth. Time himself was young. 
And none durst wrcsflc with that Angel, iron-sinewed bridegroom of 8|)ace j 
So he flew by, strong upon the wing, nor dropped one falling fcatlier. 
Wherewith some hoary scribe might register their honour and renown. 
Beyond the broad Atlantic, m the re^ons of the setting sun. 
Ask of the plume-crowned Ineas, that ruled in old Pern, — 
Ask of grand Caziques, and priests of the pyramids of Mexico, — • 
Ask of a thousand panted tribes, high noliility of Nature, 
Who, once, could roam their own Elyiian plains, free, generous, aid 

happy. 
Who, now, (lograded and in exile, ha\ing sold tlieir fatherland for nouglit. 
Sink and are extinguished in the western seas, even as llie sun they 

follow, — 
Where is the record of their deeds, their prowess worthy of Achilles, 
Nestor's wisdom, the chivalry of Maniius, the native eloquence of Cicero, 
The skill of Xenophon, the spirit of Alcihlades, the firmness of a Macca- 

kean mother, 
Brotherly love that Antigone might envy, the honour and the fortitude of 

Regains ? 
Alas '■ their glory and their praise have vanished like a summer-cloud ; 
Alas ! that they are dead indeed ; they are not ivritten down in tlie Book 

of the Jiving. 

High is the privilege of Authorship : I purify mine office ; 

Albeit earthly stains pollute it in my hands. 

For it is to the world a teacher and a guide. Mentor of tlv.J, gay Telcraa- 

Waming, comforting, and helping, — a lover and a friend of Man. 
Heaven's almoner. Earth's health, patient minister of goodness, 
W~ith kind and zealous pen, the wise reli^ous blesseth : 
Nature's worshipper, and neophyte of grace, rich in tender sympathies, 
With kindled soul and flashing eye tlie poet poureth out his heartful ; 
Priest of truth, champion of innocence, warder of the gates of pruisc, 
Carefully with sifting search kbouretb '.hs pale historian ; 
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Errot's enemy, and acolyte of science, firm ji sober argument, 

The calm plillosopher marshalleth his fiicts, noting on hja page thrfr 

principles. 
These pour mercies npon men ; and otlicrs, litlle less in honour, 
By cheerful wit and graphic (ale refreshening Ihe harassed spirit. 
But, there be other some beside, buyers and sellers in the temple. 
Who shame their high vocation, greedy of in^orious gain ; 
There be, who, fahricating books, heed of them meanly as of merchandise 
And seek nor use, nor truth, nor fame, but sell theii minds for lucre : 
O falsa brethren ! ye wot indeed the labour, but are witless of the love ; 
O I'lasr prophets, chilled in sou!, unquickened by the life of inspiration !— 
And (here be, who, frivolous and vain, seek to make others foolish, 
yiiaring Youth by loose sweet song, and Age by seltish maxim ; 
Cleverly heartless, and wittily profane, they swell the river of corruption . 
Brilliant satellites of sin,— my soul, be not found among their company. 
And there be, who, haters of religion, toil \o prove it priestcraft, 
Owning none other aim nor hope, but to confound the good : 
Woe unto them ! for their worlte shall live ; yea, to Iheir utter co» 

demnatjon : 
Woe ! for their own handwriting shall testify agaiiwt tliem for ever. 

Pure is the happiness of Authorship : I glorify mine office ; 
Albeit hghtly having sipped the cup of its lower pleasures. 
For it is to feel with a father's heart, when he yearnelh on the child of his 

afiections ; 
To rejoice in a man's own miniature world, gladdened by its rare arrange- 

The poem, is it not a fabric of mind 7 we love wliat we create : 

That choice and musical order, — how pleasant is the toil of composifion ! 

Vea, when the volume of the universe was blazoned out in beauty by its 

Author, 
God \vss glad, and blessed his work ; for it was very good. 
And shaj not the image of his Maker be happy in his own mind's doing, 
i.ooBing on the structure he hath reared, gratefully, with sweet com- 

pkcencel 
Pliall not the Miverva of his brain, panoplied and perfect in proportions, 
< iladden the soul and ^ve light unto the eyes of him the travailing parent ? 
Uo to the sculptor, and ask him of his dreams, — wherefore are his nights BO 

moonlit? 
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Angel faces, and beautiful shapes, laacinate tlie pule Pygmalion : 
Go to the painter, and trace his reveries, — wliDreforB are liis days so simny ? 
Choice design and skilful colouring ciiorm tlie flitting hours of Parrha^os : 
Even so, walking in his buoyancy, intoxicate with fairy fancies. 
The young enthuaast of authorship goeth on his way rejoicing : 
Behold, — he is gallantly attended ; legions of thrilling thougjits 
Throng about the standard of his mind, and call his Will their captain ; 
Behold, — his court is as a monarch's ; ideas, and grand imaginations 
Swell, with gorgeous cavalcade, the splendour of his Spiritual State ; 
Behold, — he is delicately served ; for oftentimea, m solitary cahnnesa. 
Some mental fair Egeria smiletli on lier Noma's worship ; 
Behold, — he is happy ; tliere is gladness in his eye, and his heart ia a 

sealed fountain. 
Bounding secretly with joys unseen, and keeping down its ecstasy of 

pleasure! 

Yea; liow digmfied, and worlliy, full cf |irivilcgo and happiness, 

Standeth in majestic independence the self-eraioblcd Author ! 

For God hath blessed him with a mind, and cherislied it in tenderness and 

Hath taught it in the wliispcrings of wisdom, and added all the riches of 

Therefore, leaning on bk God, a pensioner for soul and body. 

His i=pirit is the subject of none oLher, calling no man Master. 

His hopes are mighty and eternal, scorning small ambitjrins; 

He hidelh from tlio pettiness of praise, and pitiolli the feebleness of envy. 

If he meet honours, well ; it may be bis biiinility to take thrm : 

If ho be rebuked, bettor ; his veriest enemy eliall teach him. 

For the master-mind hath a biithright of eminence ; his cradle is an eagle's 

Need but to wait tiU his wings are groivn, and genius soareth to the son ! 
To creeping tilings upon the mountain leaveth he the gradual ascent, 
nesting his swiftness on the summit only for a higher flight. 
Glad in clear good-conscience, lightly doth he look for commendation ; 
What, if the prophet lacketh honour ? for he can spare that praise ; 
The honest giant carcth not to be patted on the back by pigmies : 
FlaUer greatness, he brooketh it good-hiimouredly : blame him, — tbon 

tiltest at a pyramid : 
Yet, just censure of the good never can he hear wiJiout contrition ; 
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Neither would lie miss one wise man's praise, for scarce is llmt jewel and 

Only for the herd of common minds, and the vulgar trumpetings of fame, 
If aught ho heedeih in the matter, hia houour is sought in their neglect. 
Slender is the marvel, and little is the glory, when round his luscious 

The worm and the wasp n.nd the muldtude of flies are gathered a.a to ban- 
Fashion's freak, and tlie critical sting, and the flood of flatteries, he scorneth; 
Cheerfully asking of the crowd the favour to forget him : 
The while his blooming fruits ripen in richer fragrance, 
A feast for the few, — and the many yet unborn, — who still shall love their 



So then, humbly with his God, and proudly independent of his fellows, 
Walkcth, in pleasures muUitudinous, the man ennobled by his pen : 
He hath huilt up, glorious architect, a monument more durable than brass j 
lEs children's children shall talk of hun in love, and teach their sons Iiis 

honour : 
IBs dignity hath set him among princes, the universe is debtor to his wortli, 
IBs privilege is blessing for ever, his happiness shineth now. 
For he standeth of that grand Election, each man one among a thousand. 
Whose sound is gone out into all lands, and tlieir words to the end of the 



OF MYSTERY. 

Au. things being are in mystery ; we expound mysteries by mysteries ; 

And yet the secret of them all is one in simple grandeur : 

All intricate, yet each path pliun, to those who know the ivay ; 

All unapproachable, yet easy of access, to them that hold the key ; 

We walk among latiyrinlhs of wonder, but thread the mazes willi a clue*. 

We sail in ehartless seas, but behold I the pole-star is above us. 

l''or, counting down from God's good-will, thou meltest every riddle into 

him. 
The axiom of reason is an undiscovered God, and al! things live in his 
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There ia only one great secret ; but that one hidetJi evety where ; 

How shoald the infinite he understood in Time, wheu it stretcheth on tin 

grasped for ever ; 
Can « halting CEdipus of earth guess that enigma of tJie universe 7 
Not one : the sword of fajth must cut the Gordian knot of nature. 

God, pervading all, is in all things llie mystery of eacli ; 

The wherefore of its character and essence, tho fountain of its virtues and 

its l>eauties. 
The child asltelh of its mother,— Wherefore is the violet so sweot ? 
The mother answereth lier babe, — Darling, God hath willed iL 
And sages, diving into science, have but a profundity of words. 
They track, for some few links, the circling chain of consequence, 
And then, after doubts and disputadons, are loft where tliey began. 
At the bald conclusion of a clown, things are becaase tliey are. 
Wherefore are the meadows green, is it not to gratify the eye ? 
But why should greenness charm the eye ? such is God's good will. 
Wherefore is the ear attuned to a pleasure in musical sounds, 
And who set a number to those sounds, and fixed the laws of harmony ? 
Who taught the bird to build its nest, or lent the shrub its life, 
Or poised in the balances of order the power to attract and to repel 7 
Who continueth the worlds, and the sea, and the heart in motion 7 

Who commanded gravitation to tie down all upon its sphere 7 

For even as a limestone cliff is an a^regate of countless shells. 
One riddle concrete of many, a mystery compact of mysteries. 
So God, cioudcapped in immensity, standetJi the cohesion of all things 
And secrets, sublimely indistinct, permeate that Universe, Himself: 
As is the whole, so are the parts, whether they be mighty or minute ; 
The sun is not more unexplained than the tissue of an emmet's wing 

Thus, then, omnipresent Deity worketh his unbiassed mmd, 

A mind, one in tnotsl, but infinitely mnltiplied in means : 

And the uniform prudence of his will cometh to be counted law, 

TiQ mutahle man fimcieth volition, stirring in the potter's clay: 

God, a wise fether, dioweth not his reasons to his babes -, 

lint willeth in secrecy and fipodness ; for causes generate dispute : 

Then we, his darkling children, watch tliat invariable purpose, 

And invest the passive creature with its Maker's energy and skill. 

Therefore, they of old tune stopped short of God m idols ; 
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Therefore, in fliese latter days, we Iieod not the Jehovah in lii3 works. 

Mystery is God's gieat name ; He is the inyatory of goodness : 

Some other, from the liiorarclis of heaven, usurped the mystery of sin. 

Godiatlie King, yea, even of himself ; he crowned himself with holiness; 

The biiraing circlet of iniquity another fonnd and wore. 

God is separate, even from his attributes; but he willed eternally the 

Therefore freely, though unchangeably, is wise, righteous, and loving ; 
But ambition, open unto angeiSj saw the evil, flung aside from everlasting ; 
It was Lucifer that saw, and not2iing loathed those lilaclt unclaimed 

regalia. 
So he coveted and stole, to he counted for a Iting, antagonist of God : 
But when he touched the leprous lobes, behold, a chcatud traitor. 

For self-existence, charactered witli love, with power, wi^om, and ubi- 

Could not dwell alone, but willed and worked creation. 

Thus in conlinoal exhalation, darkening the void witli matter. 

Sprang from proHfic Deity the creatures of his skill ; 

And hemgs, living on his breath, were needfully less perfect than iiimaelf, 

Therefore loss capable of bliss, whereat his benevolence was bounded ; 

So to make the capability expand, intensely progressive to eternity, 

He suffered darkness to illustrate the light, and pain to heighten pleasure ; 

To heap «p happiness on souls he loved, allowed he sin and sorrow. 

And tlien to guilt and grief and shame, he brought unbidden amnesty : 

Sinless, none had been redeemed, nor wrapt again in God : 

Sorrowless, no conflict had been known, and heaven had been mulcted d 

its comfort : 
Yea, with evil iincxhlbifed, probatitinary toils unfelt. 
Men had not appreciated good, nor angels valued their security. 
Herein, to reason's eye, is revealed the mystery of goodness. 
Blessing through permitted woe, and leaching by tiie mystery of rin, 

O Chhristian, whose chastened curiosity loveth things mysterious. 
Accounting them shadows and eclipses of Him tlio one great light. 
Look now, satisfied with fajth, on minds tliat judge by sense. 
And dull from contemplating matter, take small heed of spirit. 
Toiling feebly upward, their argument trackelli from below. 
They catch the latest consequent, and prove die nearest cause : 
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What Is tJus 1 that a seed produced a seed, and so for a tliousand Masons. 

Ascend a tliousand steps, thy ladder leavetli thee in air : 

Thou canst not climb lo God, and short of Ilim is nothing ; 

There is i>o cause for auglit we see, but in his present will. 

Begin from tVie Maker, thou carriest down his attributes to reptiles, 

The sharded beetle and the lizard live and move in Him : 

Begin fnim tlie creature, corruption and infirmity mar thy foolish tdl ; 

Heap Ossa on Olympus, — how much art thou nearer to the stars T 

It is easy running from a mountMu's top down to the valleys at its foot, 

But difScult and steep the laborious ascent, and feebly shalt thon teach it ; 

Yet man, beginning from himself, that first deluding mystery, 

Hopeth from the pit of lies to struggle up to truth ; 

So, taxing knowledge to its strength, he pusheth one step further, 

And fiuicieth cranplacently that much is done by reaching a remote eflfect 

Then he maketh answer to himself, aa a silly nurse to her little one, 

Evading, in a mist of words, liard thuigs he cannot solve ; 

Till, like an ostrich in the desert, he burieth his head in atoms. 

Hoping that, if ho is blind, no sun can eliine in heaven. 

Therefore Cometh it to pass, that an atheist is ever the most credulous. 

Snatching at any foolish cause, that may dispel his doubts ; 

And, even as it were for ridicule, a spectacle to men and angels. 

The captious and cautious unbeliever is of all men weakest to believe : 

Cut from the anchorage of God, his bark is a plaything of the billows ; 

'J'he compass of his principle is broken, the rudder of his faith unshipped ; 

Chance and Fate, in a stultified antagonism, govern all for him ; 

Truth sprang from the conflict of fidsities, and the multitude of accidents 

hath bred design t 
Where is the imposture bo gross that shall not entrap his curiosity J 
What superstitjon is so abject that it doth not blanch his cheek 1 
Whereof can he be sore, with whom Chaos is substitute for Order ? 
How should his silly structure stand, a pyramid built upon its apex ? 
Yen, I have seen gray-headed men, the bastard slips of science, 
Co for light to glowworms, while they scorn the sun at noon ; 
Men, who fear no God, trembling at a gipsy's cuiwi. 
Men, who jest at a revelation, clinging to a madman's prophecy ! 

There is a pleasing dread in the fashion of all mysteries, 

For hope is mixed therein and fear ; who shall divine their issue f 
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Even the orphan, wandering by night, lost on dreary moora. 

Is sensiUe.of sonie vngue bliss amidst Ms shapeless terrors ; 

The buoyancy of insttint expectation, spurring on the mind to venture 

Overbeai'eth, in its energy, the cramp and Ihe chill of apprehension. 

There is a solifary pride, when the heart, in new importance, 

Writeth gladly on its archives, the secrets none other men have seen : 

And there is a caged terror, everrnore wrestling with the mind, 

When crime hath whispered liis confession, and the secrets are written 

there in bloud : 
Tlie village maiden is elated at a tcndcriy confided tale ; 
The bandit's wife with sickening fear guessed tho premedllaled murder ; 
The sage, with triumph on Ms brow, Mdeth his deep discovery ; 
The idlest clown shall delve all day to tiiid a Mdden treasure. 

For mystery is man's life ; we wake to the whisperings of novelty : 
And what, though we he down disappointed 7 we sleep, to wake in hope. 
The letter, or tho news, the chances and the changes, matters that may 

happen, 
Sweeten or embitter daily hfe with the honey-gal! of mystery. 
For we walk blindfold, — and a, minute may be much, — a step may reach 

the precipice ; 
What earthly loss, what heavenly g^n, may not this day produce ? 
Levelled of Alps and Andes, without its valleys and ravines. 
How dull the face of earth, nnfeaturcd of Ijolh beauty and sublimity : 
And BO, shorn of mystery, beggared in its hopes and fears. 
How flat the prospect of existence, mapped by intuitive foreknowledge ? 
I'rmse God, creature of earth, for tho mercies linked with secrecy, 
Tliat spices of uncertainty enrich tliy cup of iifo ; 
I'rtuse God, his hosts on high, for the mysteries tlmt make !ill joy ; 
What were intelligence, with nothing more to learn, or heaven, in etemi^ 

of sameness ? 

To nomber every mystery were lo sum flie snm of all things : 
None can exhaust a theme, whereof God is ©."tample and similitude. 
Nevertheless, lake a gn.rland from the garden, a handfiil from tJie harvest, 
Some scattered drops of ppr.iy from the ce.'isolBsa mighty cataract. 
Whence are we, — wliither do we tend, — liow do we fee! and reason 1 
How strange a thing is man, a spirit saturating cicy ! 
When dotii soul make embryos immortal, — how do they rank horaafter^— 
And will the unconscious idiot be quenched in ds:ith as nothing f 
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In essence immaferial, are these minds, as it were thinking macliinea ? 
For, to understand may but rightly bo to use a mechanism al! possess, 
So that in reading or hearing of another, a man shall seem unta himself 
To be recollecting images or argumenis, native and congeni:J to hia mind ; 
And yet, what shall wo say, — who can aread the riddle T 
The brain may be clockworli, and mind its spring, mecliamsm quickened 
by a spirit. 

Who ao shrewd as rightly to divide life, instinct, reason ; 

Trees, aoopbyles, creatures of the plain, and savage man among th'jra ? 

Ilath tlie mimosa instinct, — or the scallop more than Hfe, — 

tJr the dog less than reason, — or the brute man more tlian instinct ? 

What is the cause of health, — and the gendering of disease ? 

Why should arsanic kill, — and whence ia the potency of antidotes? 

Behold, a morsel, — ea,t and die ; tlio term of thy probation is exjared : 

Beliold, a polion — drinlt and be alive ; tlie limit of tliy trial is enlarged. 

Who can expoimd beauty ? or explain the character of nations ? 

Wlio will furnish a cauee for the epidemic force of fashion 1 

Is there a moral magnetism living in the light of oxampJj 7 

Is practice electricity ? — Yet all these are but names. 

Doth normal Art imprison, in its Wttrks, spirit translated into substance. 

So thn.t the stntuc, the jnotiire, or the poem, are crystals of the mind ? 

And dolh Philosophy with sublimating Hkill shred a^vay the matter. 

Till rarefied intelligence exudeth even out of stocks and stones I 

O mysteries, ye al! are one, the mmd of an inexjilicablo Architect 
Dwelleth ahke in each, quickening and moving in them all. 
Fields, and forests, and cities of men, their woes, and wealth, and works, 
And customs, and contrivances of life, with all wo see and know. 
For a little way, a little while, ye hang depeiideut on each other. 
But oH are heU in one right hand, and by His will yo are. 
Here is answer unto mystery, an unintelligible God, 
Tills is the end and the beginning, it is reason tluit lie be cot understood. 
Thorefcre it were probable and just, even to a man's wKik thinkmg, 
To have one fin- God who always may ba learnt, j'et never fully known : 
That He, from whom all m^teriea spring, in whom they all converge, 
Tlu-oncd in his sublimity beyond the grevellings of lower intellect, 
Sliouid claim to be truer tlian man's truest, the boasted certainty of numbers^ 
Should baffle his arithmetic, confound his demonstrations, and paralyze tho 
might of his nacessitj, 
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Stinding supreme as the mystery of mysteries, every where, yet i 

personate, 
Essential one in three, essential tliree in one '. 



OP GIFTS. 

I HAD a seeming friend ; — I gave him gifts, and he waa gone ; 
I had an open enemy ; — I gave him gifts, and won him ; 
Common friendship standeth on equaJities, and cannot bear a debt ; 
But the very heart of hite melteth at a good man'silove : 
Go to, then, thou that sayest, — I will give and rivet the hnks ; 
For pride shaU kick at obligation, and push the giver from him. 
The covetous spirit may rejoice, revelhng in thy largess. 
But chilling selfishness will mutter, — I must ^ve again r 
The vain heart may be glad, in this new proof of man's esteem. 
But the same idolatry of self abhorreth thoughts of thanking. 

Nevertheless, give ; for it shall be a discriminative test. 

Separating honesty from falsehood, weeding insincerity from friendsliip 

Give, It is like God ; thou weariest the bad wifli benefits: 

Give, it is like God ; thou gladdenest the good by gratitude. 

Give to thy near of tin, for Providence hath stationed Ihee his helper : 

Yet see that he claim not as his right, thy freewill offering of duty. 

(Hve to the young, tliey love it ; neither liath the poison of suspicion 

Spoilt the flavour of their thanks, to look for latent motives. 

Give to merit, largely give ; his conscious heart will bless tlioo : 

It is not flattery, but love, — the sympathy of men his brethren. 

Give, for encouragement in good ; the weak desponding mind 

Hath many foes, and much lo do, and leaneth on its friends. 

Vet heed thon wisely these ; give seldom to thy better ; 

For snch obtrusive boon shall savour of presumption ; 

Or, if his courteous bearing greet thy proiTered kindness. 

Shall not thine independent honesty be vexed at the semblance of a bribe t 

Moreover, heed thou this ; give to thine equal charily. 

The occasion fair and fitting, the gift well chosen and desired : 
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Hath he heen prosperous and blest ? a flower may tihow tliy gladness ; 
Is he in need ? with liberal love, tender him the well-tilled purse : 
Disease sliall welcome friendly care in grapes and precious unn-wents ; 
And where a darling child hath died, give praise, and hope, and sympathy, 
\ et once more, heed thou this ; give to the poor discreetly. 
Nor suffer idle elolh to lean upon tliy charitable aim : 
To diligence give, as to an equal, en just and fit occasion ; 
Or he tartereth his hard-oariiod Eolf-reUance for the casuallottery of gifts; 
The timely loan hath added nerve, where easy hberality would pjdsy ; 
Work and wages make a liglit heart : but the mendicant asketh with a 

heavy spirit. 
A man's own self respect is worth unto him more than money, 
And eril is the charity that humbloth, and maketh man less liappy. 

There ore who sow liberalities, to reap the like agaiu ; 

But men accept his boon, scorning the shaltow usurer ; 

I lm\'e knoivn many such a fisherman lose his golden Imits ; 

And oftentimes the tame decoy escapeth with Ilia flock. 

Yea, there are who give unto t!ie poor, to gain lar^ interest of God ; 

Fool, — to think His ^vealth is money, and not mind : 

And haply alter tliine alms, tliy calculated givings. 

The hurricane shall blast thy crops, and sink the homeward snip ; 

Then shall thy worldly sou! murmur tiiat the balances wore false, 

Tiiy trader's mind shall think of God, — Ho stood not to his bargaiii ; 

Give, sailh the preacher, bo large in JiberaJIty, yield to the holy impulse, 
Tarry not for cold considDralion, but cheerfully and freely scatter ; 
So, for complacency of conscience, in a gush of connterfoited charity. 
He that hath not wherewith to be jusl, seliishly presiuneth to be generous j 
The debtor, and the rich by wrong, are known among tlie band of tlie be- 
nevolent ; 
And men extol the noble hearts, who rob that they may give. 
Receivers are but little prone to challenge rights of ^ving. 
Nor stop to test, for conscience-sake, the righteousness of mammon : 
And tlie zealot in a cause is a receiver, at the hand which betteretli hia 

And thus an unsuspected bribe shall blind the good man's judgment : 
It is easy to excuse greatness, and the rich ore readily forjriven : 
What, if his gains were eril, sanctified by usin? them aright? 
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O shiJbw flatterer, aelf-interest is thy thought, 

Hopeless of partaking in the like, thou too wouWest scora tlie giver. 

Money hath its value ; and the scatterer thereof his tlianks : 

Pew niDn, drinking at a rivulet, stop to consider its source. 

The hand that doseth on an aim, be it for neccssiaes or zeal. 

Hath smaU scruple whence it caine : Vespasian rejoiceth in his tribnte; 

Therefore have colleges and hospitals risen upon orphans' wrorfs. 

Chapels and cathedrals hai-e thriven on the welcome wages of iniquity, 

And fraud, in evil compensation, luth salved his guilty conscience, 

Not by restoring to Uiu cheated, but by oslealatious giving to the grateful. 

So, those who reap rejoice ; and reaping, bless the sower r 
No one is eager to discover, where discovery tendetli unto loss; 
Yet, if knowledge of a theft make gainers thereby guilty, 
Can he be altogether innocent who never asked the honesty of gain ? 
Therefore, O preacher, zeabus for charity, temper thy warm appealf— 
Warning the debtor and onjustly rich, they may not dare to give : 
To do good is a privilege and guerdon: how shouldest thou rejoice 
If ill-got gitte of presumptuous fraud be offered on the altar ? 
The question is not of degrees ; unhallowed alms are evil : 
Discourage and reject alike the obolus or talent of iniquity., 

Yet more, be careful that, unworthily, thou gain not an advantage over 

weakness. 
Unstable souls, fervent and profuse, fluttered by the feeling of the moment : 
For eloquence swayeth lo its will the feeble and the conscious of defect : 
Eaalily give they, and afterwards are sad,— a gift that doubly erred. 
It was the worldliness of priestcraft that accounted almsgiving for charily ; 
And many a father's penitence hath steeped his son m penury: 
Yet, considered he lightly the guilt of a deathbed selfishness 
That strove to take with hun, for gain, llie gold no longer bis ; 
So he died in a false peace, and dying robbed his kindred ; 
The cunning friar at his side having clieate-l both the Uving and the dead. 

Charity sitteth on a fair hill-top, blessing far and near. 

But her garments drop ambrosia, chiefly on the violets around her : 

She gladdeneth indeed the maplike scene, stretching to the verge of tha 
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For hor angol fnce is lustrous and be!oveiI, even as the moon in heuven . 
But the light of thut beatific vision gloweth in aerener concentration. 
The nearer to her heart, and nearer to her home, — that hill-top where she 

sittetli : 
Therefore is she kind unto hor kin, yearning in aifection on her neighhours. 
Giving Gifts to those around who know and love her well. 
Bnt the coimterfeit of charity, an hypocrite of earth, not a grace of heaven, 
Sceketh not to bless at home, for her nearer aspect is ill-favoured ; 
Therefore hideth she for shame, counting Uiat pride humility, 
And none of those around her hearth are gladdened by her gifts : 
Rather, with an overreaching zeal, flingeth she her bounty lo the stranger, 
And acattered prodigalities abroad compensate for meanness in her home ; 
For benefits showered on the distant shine in unmixed beauty, 
Bo that even she may reap their undiscerning praise : 
Therefore native want hath pined, where foreign need was fattened ; 
Woman been crushed by the tyrannous hand lliat upheld tlie flag of lib- 
Poverty been prisoned up and served by henrtsthataremaudlin upon crime 
And freeborn babes been manacled by men who liberate the sturdy slave. 

Policy counselloth a gift, given wisely and in season. 

And policy afterward approveth it, for great is the influence of gifts. 

The lover, unsmiled upon before, is welcomed for his jewelled bauble ; 

The righteous cause without a fee must yield to bounteous guilt : 

How fair is a man in thine esteem whose just discrimination seeketh thee. 

And 60, discerning merit, lionoureth it with gifts ! 

Vea, let the cause appear sufficient, and the motive clear and unsuspicious, 

As given unto one who cannot help, or proving honest tlianks, 

There liveth not one among a million who is proof against the charm of 

liberality. 
And flattery, that boon of praise, hath power with the wisest 

Man is of three natures, craving all for charity ; 

It is not enough to give him meats, witJiholding other comfort ; 

For the mind atarveth, and the soul is scorned, and so the human animal 

Eateth its unsatisfjing pittance, a thankless, heartless pauper : 

Yet would he bloss thee and be grateful, didst thou feed bis spirit. 

And teach him tliat tliine alms^vings are charities, are loves. 

—I saw a beggar ui the street, and another beggar pitied him; 
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Sympathy sank into his soul, and the pitied one felt happier : 
Aixm passed by a cavalcade, children of woaltli and gajety ; 
They laughed and looked upon the beggar, and the gallants flung hta 

gold; 
He, poor spirit-humbbd wretch, gathered up their ^vings with a curse 
And went — to share it with his brother, the beggar who bad pitied him ! 



OF BEAUTY. 

Thou mightier than Manoali's son, whence is thy great strength. 
And wherein the secret of thy craft, O charmer charming wisely ? — 
For thou art strong in weakness, and in artlessness well-skilled. 
Constant in the multitudes of change, and simple amidst intricate o< 

plexity. 
Polly's shallow lip can ask the deepest question, 
And many wise in many words should answer, what is beauty ? 
Who shall separate the hues that flicker on a dying dolphin. 
Or analyze the jewelled lights that deck the peacoclt's train, 
Ot shrewdly mix upon a pallette the IJnla of an iridescent spar 
Or set in rank the wandering shades about a watered silk t 

For beauty is intangible, vague, ill to be defined : 

She hath the coat of a chameleon, changing wliile we watch it. 

Strangely woven is tlxe web, disorderly yet harmonious, 

A glistening rohe of mingled mesh, that may not be unravelled. 

It is shot with heaven's blue, the soul of sujnmer skies, 

And twisted strings of light, the mind of noondiiy suns. 

And ruddy gleams of life, that roll along the vein^i, 

A coat of many colours, running curiously togotlior. 

There is threefold beauty for man ; twofold beauty for the animal ; 

And the heauty of inanimates is single : body, temper, spirit. 

Multiplied in endless combinaUon, issne the changeable results ; 

Each class verging on the otlier twain, with imperceptible gradation , 

And every individual in each having his propriety of difference. 

So that tlio meanest of creation briiigeth in a tribute of the beautiful. 
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Yea, from the worst in favour shineth out a fitness of design, 
The patent mark of beauty, ita Maker's name imprest. 
For the great Creator's seal is set to all his works ; 
Its quarterings are AUributea of pnuse, and all the shield is beauty. 
So, that heraldic blazon is Creation's common signet ; 
And the universal family of life goeth in the colours of its Lord ; 
But each one, as a several son, shall bear those arms with a difference : 
Beanty, various in phase, and similar in seeming oppositions. 
The coins of old Rome were struck willi a diversity for each, 
Barely two be found alike in every Ciesar's imnge : 
So, note thou the seals, ranged around the cliarters of the Universe, 
The finger of God is the stamp upon thoni all, but each hath its separate 
variety. 

Beauty, theme of innocence, how may guilt discourse thee 7 

Let holy angels sing thy praise, for man hatli marred thy visage. 

Still, the maimed torso of a Theseus can gladden taste with its proportions • 

Though sin hath shattered every limb, how comsly are the fragments ! 

And music Icaveth on the ear a memory of sweet sounds ; 

And broken arches charm the sight with hints of fair complelenesa. 

So, while humbled at the ruin, be thou grateful for the rehcs ; 

Go forth, and look on all around with kind uncaptious eye; 

Freely let us wander through these unfrequented ways, 

And talk of glorious beauty filling all the world. 

For beauty hidelh every where, that Reason's child may seek her. 
And having found the gem of price, may set it in God's crown. 
Beauty nestleth in the rosebud, or walketh tlie firmament with planets. 
She is heard in the beetle's evening hynyi, and shouteth in the matins of 

the sun ; 
The cheek of the peach is glowing with her smile, her splendour blazeth 

in the lightning. 
She is the dryad of the woods, the naiad of the streams ; 
Her golden hair hath tapestried the silkworm's silent chamber, 
And to lier measured harmonies the wild waves beat in time ; 
With tinkling feet at eventide she danceth in the meadow. 
Or, like a Titan, lieth stretched athwart the ridgy Alps ; 

She is ridng in her veil of mist a Ventis from the waters, 

Men gaze upon the loveliness, — and lo, it is beautiful exceedmgly; 
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She, with the might of a Briareus, is dragging Jowii tlic clouds upon the 

mounlaiii, — 
Men look upon the grandeur, — and !o, it is excellent in glory. 
For I judge tiiat beauty and sublimity be but the lesser and the great, 
Sublime, as magnitied to giants, and beautiful, diminished into fiuries. 
It were a fulae fancy to solve all beauty by desire. 
It were a lowering thought to expound sublimity by dread. 
Cowardly men with trembling hearts have feared the furious storm. 
Nor felt its thrilling beauty : but is it then uot beautiful ? 
And caieleas men, at summer's eve, have loved the dimpled waves ; 
O that smile upon the seas, — hath it no sublimity ? 
Dost thou notliing know of tliis, — to be awed at woman's beauty 7 
Nor, with exhilarated heart, to hnil tlie crashing thunJer ? 
Thou hast much to learn, that never found a fearfulness in flowers. 
Thou hast missed of joy, that never basked in beauties of tlie terrible. 

Show me an enthusiast in aught; he hath noted one thing narrowly ; 

And lo, his keenness hath detected the one dear hiding-pkce of beauty. 

Then he boaateth, simple soul, flattered by discovery, 

Fancying that no science else can aliow so fair and precious : 

He hath found a ray of light, and cherishelh the treasure in his closet, 

MocMng at those larger minds, that bathe in flooods of noon ; 

Lo, what a jewel hath he gotten, — this is the monopolist of beauty, — 

And lightly heeding all beside, he poured his yearnings Ihitlierward : 

Be it for love, or for learning, habit, art, or nature, 

Excluave thought is all the cause of this particukr zeal. 

But the like intensity of fitness, kind and skilful beauty. 

So pleasant to his mind in one thing, filleth all beside : 

[Vom the waking minute of a chrysalis to the perfect cycle of chronology. 

From the centipede's jointed armour to the mammoth's fossil libs. 

From the kingfisher's shrill note to the cataract's thundering bass. 

From the greensward's grateful hues to the fascinating eye of woman, 

Beauty, various m all things, seltetJi up her home in each, 

Sliedding graciously around an omnipresent smile. 

There is beauty in the rolling clouds, and placid shingle beach. 
In feathery snows, and whistling winds, and dun electric skies ; 
There is beauty in the rounded woods, dank with heavy foliage. 
In laughing fields, and dinted hills, the valley and its lake ; 
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There ia beauty in tlie gullies, beauty on the cliffs, beauty in sun and 

Eliade, 
In rocks and rivers, seas and plains,— tlie earth ia drowned in beauty. 

Beauty coileth iviUi tlie water-snake, and Is cradled in the slu-ewmouse'a 

She flittetli out with evening bats, and the soft mole hid her in liis tunnel ; 
The hrapet ia encamped upon the shore, and beauty not a stranger to his 

The silvery dace and golden carp tliread the rushes with her : 

She saileth into clouds witli an eagle, she fluttereth into tulips with a 

hnmming-bird ; 
The pasturing kine are of her company, and she prowleth with the leopard 

in his jungle. 

Moreover, for the reasonable world, ila words, and acts, and speculation, 

For frail and fallen manhood, in every work and way 

Beauty, wrecked and stricken, lingerelh atill among ua, 

And morsels of that shattered eun are dropt upon the darkness. 

Yea, with savages and boors, the mean, the cruel, and besotted, 

Ever in extenuating grace hide some relics of the beautiful. 

Gleams of kindness, deeds of courage, patience, justice, generosity. 

Truth welcomed, knowledge prized, rebukes taken with contrition. 

All in various measure, have been blest with some of these, 

And never yet hath lived the man utterly beggared of the beautiful. 

Beauty ia as crystal in the torcWighl, sparkling on the poet's page ; 

Virgin honey of Hymettus, distilled from the lips of the orator ; 

A savour of sweet spikenard, anointing the hands of liberality ; 

A feast of angels' food aet upon the tables of religion. 

She is seen in the tear of sorrow, and heard in the exuberance of mirtli ; 

She goeth out early with tlie huntsman, and watcheth at the pillow of 

disease. 
Science, in his secret laws, hath found out latent beauty, 
Sphere and square, and cone and curie, are fashioned by her rules : 
Mechanism met her in his forces, fancy caught her in its flittiugs, 
Ihiy is lightened by her eyes, and her eyehds close upon the night. 

Beauty is dependence in the babe, a toothless tender nurshng ; 
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Beauty is bolilnesB in the boy, a curly rosy truant ; 
Beauty is modesty nnd gmce in fair reliiiiig girlhood, 
Beauty is openness and slrength tn pure high-minded youth ; 
Man, the noble and intdligent, glwideneth earth in beauty, 
And womiin's beauty sunneth him, as with a smilo from heaven. 

There is none enehantmont against beauty, Magician for aU time. 

Whose piitent spells of sympt^y have charmed the passive world : 

Verily, slie rcigneth a Semiramis ; there is no might against her ; 

The lords of every land are harnessed to her triumph. 

Beauty is conqueror of all, nor ever yet was found among the nations 

That iron-moulded mind, full proof against her power. 

Beauty, like a summer's day, subdueth by sweet Influences ; 

Who can wrestle against Sleep ? — yet is that giant very gentleness. 

Ajax may rout a phalanx, but beauty shall enslave him si 
Pericles ruled Athens, yet is he the servant of Aspasia : 
light were tiie labour, and oflen-told Uie tale, to count the victories of 

beauty, — 
Helen, and Judith, and OmjihaJe, and Thais, many a trophied name. 
At a glance the misanthrope was softened, and repented of his vows : 
When beauly asked, he gave, and banned her — with a hlessing ; 
The cold ascedc loved the smile that lit his dismal cell. 
And kindly stayed her step, and wept when she departed ; 
The bigot abbess felt her heart gush with a mother's feeling. 
When looking on some lovely face beneath the cloister's shade ; 
Usury freed her without ransom : the buccaneer was gentle in her presence: 
Madness kissed her on the cheeek, and Idiocy brightened at her coming : 
Yea, the veiy catde in the field, and hungry prowlers of the forest. 
With fawning homage greeted her, as beauty gUded by. 
A welcome guest, unbidden, she is dear to every hearth ; 
A glad spontaneous growth of friends are sprin^ng round her rest : 
Learning sitteth at her feet, and Idleness bibourelh to please her ; 
Folly hath flung aside his bells, and leaden Dullness gloweth ; 
Prudence is rash in her defence ; Frugality filleth her with riches ; 
Despair came to her for counsel ; and Bereavement was glad when she 

coiifioled; 
Justice putteth up his sword at the tear of supplicating beauty. 
And Mercy, v/itl] indulgent haste, hath pardoned beauty's sin. 
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For beauty is Hie substitute for all tilings, satisfying every absence, 

The rich delirious cup, to malie all else forgotten ; 

She also is tlie zust unto all things, enhancing every presence. 

The rare and precious ambergris, to quicken each perfume. 

O beauty, thou art eloquent ; yea, though slow of tongue. 

Thy breast, fair Pliryne, pleaded well before the dazzled judge ; 

O beauty, thou art wise ; yea, though leaching falsely. 

Sages listen, sweet Corinna, to commend thy Ups ; (') 

O beauty, thou art ruler ; yea, though lowly as a slave, 

Myrrba, that imperial brow te monarch of thy lord ; 

O beauty, thou art winner ; yea, tlioiigh halting in the race, 

Uppodame, Camilla, Ataiantn,— in gracefulness ye fascinate your umpires ; 

O beauty, thou art rich ; yea, though clod in russet, 

Atlalus cannot boast his gold against the wealth of beauty ; 

O beauty, thou art noble ; yea, though Esther be an exile, 

Set her up on high, ye kings, and bow before the majesty of beauty ! 

Friendand scholar, who, in charity, hast walked with me thus fiir. 

We have wandered in a wilderness of sweets, tracking beauty's foot- 

And ever as we rambled on among the tangled thicket. 
Many a startled thought hath tempted further roaming ; 

Passion, sympathetic influence, migiit of imaginary halos, 

Many the lilte wonld Jure aside, to hunt their wayward themes. 
And, look you ! — from his ferny bed in yonder hazel coppice, 
A dappled hart hath flung aside the boughs and broke away ; 
He is fleet and capricious as the zephyr, and with exulting bounds 
Hieth down a turfy lane between the sounding woods ; 
His neck is garlanded with floivers, his antlers hung with cliapleta, 
And rainbow-coloured ribbons stream adown his mottled flanks: 
Should we follow ? — foolish hunters thus to chase afoot,— 
Wlio can track the airy speed and doublmg wiles of Taste ? 

For the estimates of human beauty, dependent upon time and clime. 
Manifold and changeable, are multiplied the more by strange gregarious 

And notable ensamples in the great turn to epidemics m the lower, 
So that a nation's taste shall vary with its rulers. 
Stem Egypt, humbled to Uie Greek, fancied softer idols ; 
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Greece, the Roman province, nigli forgat her classic sculpture ; 

Rome, crushed beneath the Goth, loved liis barbarian habits ; 

And Alaric, with hia rufliao horde, is tamed by silken Rome. 

Cokmbia's flattened bead, and Cliina's crumpled feet, — 

The civilized tapering waist, — and the pendulous ears of the savage, — 

The swollen throat among the mountiuns, and an ebon skin beneath the 

Theso shall all be reckoned beauty ; and for weighty cause : 

First, for the btter ; Providence in mercy temporeth Inste by circumstance. 

So that Nature's must shall hit her creature's liking ; 

Second, for tlie middle ; though the foolishness of vanity seek to mar 

proportion. 
Still, defects in tliose we loro shal! soon be counted praise ; 
Third, for the first; a chief and a princess, maimed or distorted from tjje 

cradle. 
Shall coax the flattery of slaves to imitate the great in their deformity ; 
Hance groweth habit ; and habits make a taste. 
And so shidl servile zeal deface the types of beauty. 
Whiles Alexander conquered, crookedness was comely ; 
And followers learn to praise the scars npon their leader's brow. 
Youth hath sought to flatter Age by mimicking gray hairs ; 
Age plastoroth her wi'inkles, and is painted in the ruddiness of Youth. 
FasJiion, the parasite of Rank, apeth faults and failings. 
Until the general Taste depraved hath warped its sense of beauty. 

Each man tiath a measure for himself, yet all shall coincide in much ; 

A perfect form of human grace would captivate the world ; 

Be it manhood's lustre, or the loveliness of woman, all would own its 

beauty. 
The CafTre and Circassian, Russians and IBndoos, tlie Briton, the Turk 

and Japanese. 
Not all alike, nor all at once, but each in proportion to intelligence, 
His purer state in morals, and a lesser grade in guilt : 
For the high standard of the beautiful is fixed in Reason's forum. 
And sins, and customs, and caprice, liave failed to break it down : 
And reason's standard for the creature pointeth three perfections, 
Frame, knowledge, and the feelmg heart, well and kindly mingled : 
A fair dwelling, furnished wisely, viitk a gentle tenant in it, — 
TMs is the glory of humanity : lliou hast seen it seldom. 
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There is a beauty of the body ; the superficial polish of a statue, 
The symmetry of form and feature, delicately carved and minted 
How bright in early bloom the Georgian eitteth at her lattice 
How softened off in graceful curves her young and gentle shape- 
Those dark eyes, Ut by curiosity, flash beneath the lashea 
And still her velvet cheek is dimpled with a smile. 
Dost thou count her beautiful ?-~even as a mere fair ISgure 
A plastic image, little more,_the outer garb of woman : 
Yea,— and thus for it is well ; but Reasou's hopes are higher.— 
Can he sate liis soul on a scantUng third of beauty '} 

Yet is this the pleasing trickery, Ihat chealetli half the world 
Nature's wise deceit, to make up waste in life : 
Aud few be they that rest uncaught, for many a twig is limed ; 
Where is the wise among a million, that took not form for beauty t 
But watch it well ; for vanity and sin, malice, hate, suspicion, 
Lowering as clouds upon the countenance, iviU disenchant its charms 
The needful complexity of beauty claimelh mind and soul 
Though many coins of foul alloy pass current for the true ■ 
And albeit iaimess in the creat.u^ sliaU often coexist with' excellence, 
iet hath many an angel shape been tenanted by fiends. 
A man, spiritually keen, sliaU delect in surtace beauty 
Those marring specks of evil, which the sensual cannot see ■ 
Tiierefore is he proof against a face, unlovely to his likings ' 
And common mmds shall scorn the laste, that .in^nk from sin's dis- 
tortion. 

Thor^ is a beauty of the reason : grandly independent of ertemals. 

It Ic^keth from tire windows of the house, shining in the man triumphant. 

I have seen the broad blank face of some misshapen dwarf 

Lit on a sudden as with glory, tjie brilliant light of mind ■ 

Wl,o then imagined him deformed ? mtelligence is blazing on his forehead. 

There ,s empire in us eye, and sweetness on his lip, and his bi.wn cheek 

ghUerelh wilh beauty : 
And I hm town som, Nl™. of th. amp, , ,„„i,ted pm™„ „f 

Pine elegani, and .h.pelj, moulded a, th, ma«er-pieoe of PkUia. _ 

Wlula 1,,, lover, .oom the fool „ho,o beauty totb dop„,od ! 
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And there is a beanty for the spirit ; mind in its perfect flowering, 

Fragrant, expanded into soul, full of love and blessed. 

Go to some squalid couch, some famishing death-bed of the poor ; 

He is shrunken, cadaverons, diseased ; — thoxo is here no beauty of the body. 

Never hath he fed on knowledge, nor drank at the streams of science. 

He is of the common herd, illiterate; — there is here no beauty of ths 

But !o ! his filming eye is bilght with love from heaven, 

In every look it beometh priuse, as worshipping witli seraphs ; 

What honeycomb is hived uponhislips, eloquent of gratitude and prayer, — 

What triumph shrined serene upon that clammy brow, 

What glory flickering transparent under those thin cheeks, — 

What beauty in his iace ! — la it not the face of an angel 1 

Now, of these tlirce, infitutely mingled and combined, 

ConsisteCh human beauty, in all lie marvels of its mightiness : 

And forth from human beauty springeth the mtensity of Love ; 

Feeling, thought, desire, the three deep fountains of affection. 

Son of Adam, or daughter of Eve, art thou trapped by natnre, 

And is thy young eye dazzled with the pleasant form of beauty ? 

This is hut a lower love ; still it bath its honour ; 

What God hath made and meant to charm, let not man depise. 

Nevertheless, as reason's child, look thou wisely farther. 

For age, disease, and care, and sin, shall tarnish al! the surface ; 

Reach a loftier iove ; be lured by the comeliness of mind, — 

Gentle, kind, and calm, or lustrous in the livery of knoivledge. 

And more, there is a higher grade ; force the mind to its perfection, — 

Win those golden trophies of consummate love : 

Add unto riches of the reason, and a beauty moulded to fliy liking. 

The precious tilings of nobler gaace that well adorn a soul ; 

Thus, be thou owner of a treasure, great in eartli and heaven. 

Beauty, wisdom, goodness, — in a creature like its God. 

So then, draw we to an end ; with feeble step and faltering. 

1 follow beauty through the univei^, and find her homo Ubiquity : 

In all that God hath made, in all that man hath marred, 

Lingereth beauty or its wreck, a broken mould and castings. 

And now, having wandered long time, freely and with desultory feet. 

To gather in tlie garden of the world a few fair sample flowera, 



Hosted by Google 



With patient scrutmizlng care let us cull the conclusion of their essence. 
And answer to the riddle of Zorobabel, Whence the might of beauty. (*) 

Ugliness is native ■unto nothing, but possible abstract evil : 

In every thing created, at its worst, lurk tlie dregs of loveliness. 

We be fallen into utter depths, yet once we stood sublime, 

For man was rnade in perfect praise, his Maker's comely image : 

And ao his new-bom ill is spiced with older good, 

He carrieth with him, yea, to crime, the withered limbs of beauty. 

Passions may be crooked generosities; the robber stealeth for his children j 

Murder was avenger of the innocent, or wiped out shame with blood. 

Many virtues, weighted by excess, sink among the vices ; 

Many vices, amicably buojfed, float among the virtues. 

For, albeit sin is hale, a fou] end bitter turpitude, 

As hurling back against the Giver all his gifls with insult ; 

Still, when concrete in the sinner it will seem to partake of his attractions. 

And in seductive masquerade shall cloak its leprous sMn ; 

His broken lights of beauty shall illume its utter black. 

And those refracted rays glitter on the hunch of its deformity. 

Verily the fancy may be false, yet hath it met me ir my musings, 

(As expounding the pleasantness of pleasure, hut no ways extenuating 

hcense,) 
That even those yearnings after beauty, in wayward wanton youth. 
When guileless of ulterior end, it craveth but to look upon the lovely. 
Seem like struggles of the soul, duniy remembering pre-exlatenoe. 
And feeling in ita blindness for a long-lost god, to satisfy its longing ; 
As if the sucking babe, tenderly mindful of his mother. 
Should pull a dragon's dugs, and drain (he teals of poison. 
Our primal source was beauty, and wo pant for it ever and again ; 
But sin hath stopped the way with thorns : we turn aside, wander, and 

God, the undiluted good, is root and stock of beauty. 

And every child of reason drew his essence from that stem. 

Therefore, it is of intuition, an innate hankering for home, 

A sweet returning to the weU, from which our spirit flowed, 

Tiiat we, unconscious of a cause, sJiould bask these darkened souls 

In some poor relics of the light that blazed in primal beauty. 
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And, even like as exiles of idolatry, should quaff from the cisterns of 

creation 
Stagnant draughts, for those ftosh springs that rise in the Creator. 

Only, being burthened with the hodj, spiritual appeffle is warped, 
And sensual man, with taste corrupted, drinketh of pollutions : 
Impulse is left, but iudiscriminate ; his hunger feasteth upon carrion ; 
His natural love of beauty doteth over beauty in decay. 
He still thirstefh for the beautiful ; but his delicate ideal hath grown gross, 
And the very sense of thirst bath been fevered from affection into passion. 
He remembereth the blessedness of light, but it is with an old man's 

memory, 
A blind old man from infancy, that once hath seen the sun, 
Whom long experience of night hath darkened in his cradle recollections, 
Unta his brightest thought of noon is but a shade of black. 

This then is thy charm, O beauty, all pervading ; 

And this thy wondrous strength, O beauty, conqueror of al) : 

The outline of our shadowy best, the pure and comely creature, 

That winnelh on the conscience with a saddening admimtion : 

And some untutored thirst for God, the root of every pleasure. 

Native to creatures, yea in ruin, and dating from the birthday of the 

For God sealeth up the sum, confirmed exemplar of proportions, 

Eich in love, full of wisdom, and perfect in the plontitude of Beauty. (») 



OF FAME. 

Blow the trumpet, spread the wing, fling thy scroll upon tho sky. 
Rouse the slumbering world, O Fame, and fill the sphere with echo : 
—Beneath thy blast they wake, and murmurs come hoarsely on tl 

And flashing eyos and hristling hands proclaim they hear thy message : 
Rolling and surging as a sea, that upturned flood of faces 
Hastenetli with its million tongues to spread tJie wondrous tale; 
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The hum of added voices groweth to the roaring of a calaiacC, 
And rapidly from wave to wave is tossed (hat exaggerated story, 
Un^l those stunning clamours, gradually diluted in the distance. 
Sink ashamed, and ehrink afraid of noise, and die away. 
Then brooding Silence, forth from his hollow caverns, 
Cloated and cowled, and gliding along, a cold and stealthy shadow, 
Once more is mingled with the multitude, whispering as he walketh. 
And hushing ail their eager ears to hear some newer Fame. 

So all is still again ; but nothing of the psist hafli been forgotten ; 
A stirring recollection of the trumpet ringctli in the hearts of men r 
And each one, either envious or admiring, hath \viahed the chance were 

To fill, as thus, the startled world with fame, or fear, or wonder. 

This lit tJiy torch of sacrilege, Ephesian Eratostratus ; ('•) 

This dug thy living grave, Pytha^raa, the traveller from Hades ; 

For this, dived Empedocles into JEtna's fiery whirlpool ; 

For this coniiuerors, regicides, and rebels, have dared their perilous 

In all men, from the monarch to the tnenial, lurketh lust of fame ; 
The savage and the sage alike regard their labours proudly: 
Yea, in death, the glazing eye is illumined by the hope of reputation, 
And the stricken warrior is glad, Ihat his wounds are salved with glory. 

For feme is a sweet self-homage, an offering grateful to the idol, 

A spiritual nectar for the spiritual tliirst, a mental food for mind, 

\ pregnant evidence to all of an after immaterial existence, 

A proof that soul is scatheless, when its dwelling is dissolved. 

And the manifold pleasures of fame are sought by the guilty and the 

good; 
Pleasures, various in kind, and spiced to every palate ; 
The thoughtful loveth fame as an earnest of better unmortality, 
The industrious and deserving, as a symbol of just appreciation, 
The selfish, as a promise of advancement, at least to a man's o«ti kin 
And common minds as a flattering fact that men have been told of tiieb 



There is a blamclces love of fame, springing from desire of justice, 
When a man hath featly won and fairly claimed liis honours : 
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And then fame cometh as encouragement to the inward consciouanesa of 

Gladdening by the kindliness and thanks, wherewithal his lahours are re- 
warded. 
But there is a sordid imitation, a feverish thirst for notoriety, 
Waiting upon vanity and sloth, and ntterly regardieas of deserving : 
And tlien fame cometh as a ourao ; the fire-damp is gathered in the mine ; 
The soul is swelled with poisonous air, and a spark of temptation shall 
explode it. 

Idle causes, noised awhile, shall yield most acUve consequents. 

And therefore it were ill upon occasion, to scorn the voice of rumonr. 

Ye have seen the chemist in his art mingle invisible gnsos ; 

And lo, the product is a substance, a heavy dark precipitate ; 

Even so fame, hurlling on the quiet with many meeting tongues. 

Can out of nothing bring forth fruits, and blossom on a noacJBhment 

For many have earned honour, and thereby rank and riches. 

From fuJse and fleeting tales, some casnal mere mistake ; 

And many have been wrecked opou disgrace, and have struggled witli 

poverty and scorn. 
Prom envious hints and ill reports, the slanders cast on innocence. 
Whom may not scandal hit 7 those shafts are shot at a venture ; 
Who standeth not in danger of suspicion ? that not halh caught the 

noblest. 
Casar'swifewasspotless, but a martyr to fiJse fame; (") 
And Rumour, in temporary tMngs, is gigantic as a ruin or a remedy : 
Many poor and many rich liave testified its popular omnipotence. 
And many a panic-stricken army hath perished wiih the host of the 

A5S3Tians. 

Nevertheless, if opportunity be nought, let a man hide his time ; 

So the matter be not merchandise nor conquest, fear thou less for cha- 

If a liar accnselh thee of evil, he not swift to answer ; 

Yea, rather give him license for a wliile ; it shall help thine honour afie> 

Never yet was calumny engendered, but good men speedily discerned it, 
And innocence hath burst from its injustice, as the green world rolling out 
of Chaos. 
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What, thongh stil! the wicked scofF, this also tumeth to his praise ; 

Kd ye never hear that censure of the had is buttreaa to a good man's 

glory? 
What, if the ignorant still hold out, obstinate in nnkiniJ judgments- 
Ignorance and calumny are paired ; we affirm by two negations ; 
Let them stand round about, pushing at the column in a circle, 
For all their toil and wasted strength, ihe foolish do but prop it. 
And note thou this ; in the secret of their hearts, tbey feel the taunt ia 

And cannot help bnt reverence the courage that walketh amid calumnies 

unanswering ; 
He atandeth as a gallant chief, unheeding shot or shell ; 
He trusted in God his Judge ; neither arrows nor the posljlenca shall 

harm him. 

A high heart is a sacrifice to heaven ; should it stoop nmong the creepers 

in the dust. 
To tell them that what God approved is worlliy of their praise ! 
Never shall it heed Ihe thought; but flaming on in triumph to the skies, 
And quite ibrgetdng fam.e, shall find it added as a trophy. 
A great mind is an altar on a hill ; should the priest descend from his alti- 

To canvass oflbrings and worship from dwellers on the plain 7 
Rather with majestic perseverance, will he minister in solitary grandeur. 
Confident the time will come when pilgrims shall be flctcliing to the shrine. 
For fame is the birthright of genius ; and he recketh not how long it bs 

delayed r 
The heir need not hasten to his heritage, when he knowelh that his tenure 

The careless poet of Avon, was he trouhled for his fume f 

Or the deep-mouthed chronicler of Paradise, heeded he the suffrage of hi» 

MfEonides took no thought, commiting all his honours to the future, 
And Flaccits, standing on his watch-lower, spied Uie praise of ages. 

Smoking flax will breed a flame, and the flamo may illuminate a wor.i ■ 
Where is he who scorned that smoke as foul and murky vapour ? 
The village stream swelled to a river, and the river was a kingdom's 
wealth ; 
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Where is he who boasMd he could step across that Btrpam ? 

Such are the begmnjnga of the famous; little in the judgment of thel[ 

The juster verdict of posterity shall fe them in the orbils of the Great. 

Therefore dull Zoilus, clamouring ascendant of the hour. 

Will soon be fain to hide his hate, and bury up his bitterness for shame: 

Therefore mocking Monua, offeaded at the steps of Beauty, (") 

S2iall win the prize of his preaamption, and be hootod from his throne 

among the stars. 
For, as the shadow of a mounlam lengtheneth before the setting sun, 
Until that screening Alp have darkened all the canton, — 
So Fame groweth to its great ones ; their images loom larger in departing : 
But the shadow of mind is hght, and earth is filled with its glory. 

And thou, student of the truth, commended to the praise of God, 

Wouidst thou find appkase with men ? — seek it not, nor shun it. 

Ancient fame is roofed in cedar, and her walls are marble : 

Modem fame lodgeth in a hut, a slight and temporary dwelling ; 

Lay not up tlie treasures of tliy soul within so damp a chamber. 

For the moth of detraction shall fret thy robe, and drop its eggs upon thy 

Or the rust of dishearten.ng reserve shal. spoil the lustre of thy gold, 
Untn its bumishod beauty shall be dim as tarnished brass ; 
Or thieves, breaking through to steal, shall claim tliy jewelled thoughia. 
And turn to charge the theft on thee, a pilferer from them ! 

There is a magnanimity in roeltlcBsness of fame, so fame be weE dcferv- 

Thatmshoth on in fearless might, the consoioas sense of merit; 

And there is a littleness in jealousy of fame, looking as aware of weak- 

That creepeCh cautiously along, afraid that its title will bo challenged. 
The wild boar, full of beech-must, flingoth him down among the brambloa 
Secure in bristly strength, without a watch he sleopeth : 
But the hare, afraid to feed, oroiicheth in its own soft form ; 
Waketolly with timid eyes, and quivering ears, he Usteneth. 
Even so. a giant's might is bound up in the soul of Genius, 
His necK is strong with contidence, and be goef.h tusked with power 
Sturdily he roameLh in the forest, or sunnath him in fee aud field, 
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And BCarefli from his marshy lair a liost of fearful foea. 

But there ia a mimic talent, whose safety lieth in its quicl; 

A timorous thing of doubting guUe, that scarce can face a fnend : 

This one is captious of reproof, provident to snatch occasion, 

Greedy of applause, aud vexed to lose one tjttie of the glory. 

He is a poor warder of his fame, who is ever on the watcli lo keep it spot 

Such care orgueth debility, a garrison relying ou its sentinel. 
Passive strength shall scoru excuses, patiently waiting a reaction. 
He wo«;eth well that truth is great, and must prevail at bst : 
But fretful weakness hasletii to explain, anxiously dreading prejudice, 
And ignoi-ant that perishable falsehood dietii as a braucli cut off. 

Purity of motive and nobility of mind shall rarely condescend 

To prove its rights, and prate of wrongs, or evidence its worth to others; 

And it shall be small caie lo the high and happy conscience 

What jealous friends, or envious foes, or common fools may judse. 

Should the lion turn and rend every snarling jackal, 

Or an eagle be stopped in his career to punish the petulance of sparrows 7 

Should the palm-tree bend his crown to chide the brier at his feet, 

Nor kindly help its climbing, if it hope, and be ambitious ? 

Should the nightingale account it worth her pains to vindicate her mu^c, 

Before some sorry finches, that aiTect to judge of song 1 

No : many an injustice, many a sneer, and slur, 

\s passed aside with noble scorn by lovers of true fame : 

For well they wot that glory shall bo tinctured good or evil. 

By the character of those who give it, as wine is flavoured by the wme-skin : 

So Ihat worthy fame floweth only from a worthy fountain, 

But from an ill-conditioned troop, the best report is worthless. 

And if tlie sensibility of genius count his injuries in secret. 

Wisely will he hide the pains a hardened herd would mock ; 

For the great mind well may be sad to note such littleness m brethren. 

The while he is comforted and liappy m tlie firmest assurance of desert. 

Cease awhile, gentle scholar ; — seek other thonghts and themes ; 
Or dazzlhig fame with wildfire hght will lure us on tor ever. 
For look, all Buhjecfs of the mind may range beneatii its banner. 
And lime would fml and patience droop, to count that numerous host 
The mine is deep, and branching wide,— and who can work it out? 
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Years of thought would leave untold the boundless topic, Fame, 
Every mutter in the universe is linked in aucliwiae unto others, 
That a deep full treatise upon one thing might reach to the history of all 

And before some single thesis had been followed out in all its hranches. 

The wandering thinker would be lost in the patlileas forest of existence. 

What were the matter or the spirit, tliat hath no part in Fame 1 

Where were the fact irrelevant, or the fancy out of place 1 

For the handling of that mighty theme should stretch from past to future, 

Catching up the present on its way, as a traveller burdened with time. 

All manner of men, their deeds, hopes, fortunes, and ambitions. 

All manner of events aiid things, chmate, circumstance, and custran, 

Wealth and war, fear and hope, contentment, jealousy, devotion, 

Skill and learning, truth, falsehood, knowledge of things gone and things 

Pride and praise, honour and dishonour, warnings, ensamples, emiilaliona 
The excellent in virtues, and the reprobate in vice, with tlie cloud of in 

difTerent spectators, — 
Wave on wave with flooding force throng the shoals of thought. 
Filling that immeasurable theme, tlie height and depth of Fame. 
With soul nnsatisfied and mind dismayed, my feet have touched the 

threshold. 
Pain to pour these flowers and fruits an ofTering on that alfar ; 
Lo, how vsst the temple, — there are clouds witliin the dome ! 
Yet might tlie huge expanse be filled with volumes (vrit on Fame. 



OF FLATTERY. 

Mnsio is commended of the deaf-,— but is that pnuae despised? 

f trow not : with ilattered soul, the musician heard him gladly. 

Beauty is commended of the blind ;— -but is that compliment mislikingt 

I trow not ; though false and insincere, woman listened greedily. 

Vacant Folly talketh high of Learning's deepest reason ; 

Is she hated for her hollowness ? — learning held her wiser for the nonca. 

The woridiv and tlie sensual, to gain some end, did homage lo religions 
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And the good mau gave thanks as for a convert, -.vlieva otliors saw tlio 
hypocrite. 

Yet none of Uiese were cheated at Hie heart, nor steadily believed those 

flatteries ; 
They feared the core was rotten, while they hoped the skin was sound : 
But the fruits have so sweet fragrance, and are Terilj so pleasant to the eyea. 
It were an ungracious disenchantment to find them apples of Sodom. 
80 they laboured to think all honest, winMng hard with both their eyes ; 
And hushed up every whisper that conld prove that praise absurd ; 
They willingly regard not the infirmities that make such worship vain. 
And palliate to their own fond hearts the faulla they will not see. 
For the idol rejoiceth in his ineense, and lovotli not to shame his suppliants, 
Should he seek to find tliem (alse, his honours die wilii theirs : 
An offering is welcome for its own sake, set aside the giver, 
And praise is precious to a man, though uttered by the prrot or tlie mock- 
ing-bird. 

The world is full of fools ; and sycophancy livetb on the foolisli ; 

So he groweth groat and rich, that fawning supple parasite. 

Sometimes he boweth like a reed, cringing to the pompousnoss of pride, 

Sometimes he strutteth as a gallant, pmpering Uie fickleness of vanity: 

I have known him listen with the humble, onacdng, silent marveller, 

To hear some purse-proud dunce expound his poverty of mind ; 

I have heard him ivranglo with the obstinate, voiving tliat he will not be 

convinced. 
When some weak youth hath wisely fearod the chance of ill success : 
Now, he will barely be a winner,— to magnify Ihy triumphs afterward ; 
Now, he will hardly be a loser,— but cannot cease to wonder at thy skill : 
lie laudeth his own worth, that the leader may have glory m hia follower ; 
He meekly confesseth his unworthiness, that tlie leader may have glory In 

himself. 
Many wiles hath he, and many modes of catching, 
Uut every trap is selfishness, and every bait is praise. 

Come, I would forewarn thee and forearm thee ; for keen are tlie weapons 

of his warfare ; 
And, while my soul liath scorned him, I have watched his skill Irom &r. 
llis thougiits are full of guile, deceitfully combining c< 
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And when he doeth battle in a man, he is leagued with traiforous SelfJore ; 

Strange things have 1 noted, and opposito to common fancy ; 

We leave (he open sitrface, and would plumb the secret depths. 

For he will magnify a lover even to disparaging his mistress ; 

So much wisdom, goodness, grace, — and all tc be enslaved ? 

Till the Narcissus, self-eiiajnoured, whelmed in floods of flattery. 

Is cheated from the constancy and fervency of love by friendahip'a enbtle 

Moreover, he will glorify a parent, even to (he censure of iiis child, — 
O degenerate scion, of a stock so excellent and noble ! 
Scant wiil be in well-earned praise of a son before his father ; 
And rarely commendeth to a mother her daughter's budding beauty : 
Yet shall he extol the daughter to her father, and be warm about the son 

before his mother ; 
Knowing that self-love entereth not, to resist applause with jealousies. 
Wisely is he sparing of hyperbole where vehemence of praise would 

humble. 
For many a father likelh ill to be counted second to his son r 
Anil shrewdly the flatterer hath reckoned on a self still lurking in the 

mother, 
When his tongue was slow to speak of graces in the daughter. 
But if lie descend a generation, to the grandsire his talk is of the grandson. 
Because in such high praise he liideth the honours of the son ; 
And the daughter of a daughter may well exceed, in beauty, love, and 

learning. 
For nnconsciously old age perceived — she cannot be my rival. 
Those are of the deep tilings of flattery ; and many a shallow sycophant 
Hath marvelled ill tliat praise of children seldom won their parents. 
Tills therefore note, unio detection ; flattery can sneer as well as smile ; 
And a master in the craft wolletb well tJiat his oblique thrust is surest. 

Flattery sUcketh like a burr, holding to the soil with anchors, 
A vital, natural, subtle seed, every where hardy and indigenous. 
Go to the storehouse of tliy memory, and take wliat is readiest to thy hand, — 
The noble deed, the clever phrase, for wliich thy pride vms flattered : 
Oh, it liatli been dwelt ujion in solitude, and comforted thy heart in crowdfi. 
It hath made thee walk as in o dream, and lifted tlie head above thy fellows ; 
It hath compensated months of gloom, that minute of sweet sunshine, 
Drying up Ilie pools of apathy, and kindling (ho fire of ambition: 
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Yea, the flaw)ur of that spice, mingled in the cup of life, 
Shall linger even to the dregs, and slill be tasted wilii a welcome ; 
The dame shall tell her grandchild of her coy and courted youth. 
And the giaybeard prateth of a stranger, that praised his l£=k at school. 

Ofttimes to tlie sluggard and the dull, fiattory natli aone good service. 

Quickening the mind to cmulntion, and encouraging fhe heart that Mod. 

Even so, a stimukling pcason, wisely tendered by the leech, 

Shall speed the puiss, and rally hfe, and cheat astonished death. 

For, as a timid swimmer venturcth afloat with bladders. 

Until self-confidence and growth of skill have rnade liioi spurn their aid. 

Thus commendation may be prudent, whore a child hath ill deserved it ; 

But praise nnmerited is flattery, and the cure will bring its cares : 

For thy son may find tliee out, and tliou shalt rue the remedy : 

Yea ndiier, where thou canst not praise, bo honest in rebuke. 

I have seen the objects of a flatterer mirrored clearly on tlie surface. 

Where self-love scaltoreth praise to gather praise again. 

Tliis is a commodity of merchandise, words put out at interest ; 

A scheme for can^'assing opnions, and tinging them all with partially. 

lie is but a harmless fool ; humour him with pitiful good-nature : 

If a poetaster quote thy song, be tliou tender to his poom ; 

Did llie painter praise thy sketch 1 bo kind, commend his picture, 

He looketh for a like return ; then thank him with thy praise. 

In these small things, with these small minds, connt thou the sycophant 

a courtier. 
And pay back, as blindly as ye may, the too transparent honour. 

Also, where the flattery is delicate, coming unobtrusive and in season. 

Though tliou be auspicious of its truth, bo generous at least to its gentility. 

The skilful thief of Lacediemon had prwse before his judges. 

As many caitifis win applause for genius in their calling. 

Moreover, his meaning may be kind,— and thou art a debtor to his tongue ; 

Ihsten well to pay the debt, with charity and shrewdness : 

do mnst not think Ihee caught, nor feel himself discovered. 

Nor find tliine answering compliment as hollow as Ins own. 

Though he be a smiling enemy, let him hoed thee as the fearless and the 

friendly ; 
A searching look, a poignant word, may prove thou art aware ; 
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Rtril, with compassion to the frail, thongh keen to see his soul, 
l*t him not fear for thy discretion : sec thou keep his secret, a 



However, where tlie flattery is gross, a falsehood clear and fuIsMne, 

Crush the venomous toad, and spare not for a jewel in his head. 

Tell the presumptuous m flattery, tliat or ever he bespatter thee with praise, 

It might be well to stop and ask how little it were worth ; 

Thou bast not solicited his sufflnge, — let him not force thee to refuse it ; 

Look to it, man, tiiy fence is foiled, — and thus we spoil the plot, 

Helf-imowledgo goeth armed, girt with many waapona. 

But carrieth whip for flattery, to ksh it hke a slave : 

But tlie dunce in that great science goefh as a greedy tunny, 

To gorge botli bait and hook, unheeding all but appetite : 

He smclbth praise and swaJloweth,— yea, though it be palpable and plain ; 

Say unto liim, Folly thou art Wisdom,— he will bleaa thee tor tliy lie. 

Flatterer, thou shalt rue thy trade, though it hath many present gains ; 
Those varnished wares may sell apace, yet shall they spoil thy credit. 
Thine is the intoxicating cup, which whoso drinketh it shall nauseate ; 
Thine is trickery and cheating ; but deception never pleased for long. 
And tliough, while fresh, thy fragrance seemed even as ttie dews of charity, 
Yet afterward it fouled thy censer, es with savour of stole smoke. 
Fur tlie great mind detected thee at once, answering thine emptiness with 

He saw thy self-interested zeal, and was not cozened by vain-giory : 

And the Utile mind is bloated with the praise, scorning him who gave it, 

A fool shall turn to be tby tyrant, if thou hast dubbed him great : 

And the medium mind of common men, loving first thy music. 

After, when the harmonies are done, shall feel small comfort in their 

echoes ; 
For either he shaU know thee false, conscious of contrary dosor\'ings. 
And, hating thee for falsehood, soon will scorn himself for truth ; 
Or, if in aught to toilsome merit honest praise be due, 
Though for a season, belike, his weakness hath been raptured at thy 

witching. 
Shall he not speedily perceive, to the vexing of his disappointed Piiirit, 
Tlat thine esaggeratit'e tongue !wd robbed him of fjir fame 7 
Thuu hast paid in forge-'s coins, and lie hatli earned true money : 
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For the substaiice of just praise tliou liast put him off with shadows of the 

sycopliant. 
Thou art all things to all men, for ends false nnd scltish, 
Therefore shall be nothing unto any one, when those thine ends are seen 



Turn aside, yoang Bcholar, turn from the song of Flattery ! 

She hath tlie Siren's mnsical voice, to ravish and betray. 

Her tongue droppeth honey, but it is the honey of Anticyra ; 

[ler face is a mask of facination, but there hideth deformity behind ; 

Her coming is the presence of a queen, heralded by courtesy and ticauty. 

But, going a.way, her train is held by (he hideous dwarf, Disgust. 

Know thyself, thy evil as thy good, and flattery shall not hanu thee : 

Yoa, her speech shall be a warning, a humbling, and a guide. 

For wherein thou laokest most, there chiefly will the sycophant commeno 

And then most warmly will congratulate, when a man hath least deserved 
Behold, she is doubly a traitor ; and will underra.te her viclim's best, 
That, to the comforting of conscience, she may plead his worse for better. 

Therefore is she dangerous,^ — as every lie is dangerous ; 

Believe her talcs, and perish ; if thou act upon such counsel. 

Her aims are thine, not ihee ; thy wealth, and not thy welfare ; 

Thy suffrage, not thy safety ; tliino ojd, and not tliine honour. 

Moreover, with those aims insured, ceaseth all her glozing; 

She hath used thee as a handle, — hut her hand was wise to turn it : 

Thus will she glorify her skill, that it deftly caught tliy kindness. 

Thus will she scorn thy kindness, so pliable and easy to her skill. 

And then, the flatterer will turn to be thy foe, the bitterest and hottest, 

Because he oweth thee much hate to pay off many humhlings. 

Thinkest thou now that he is high, he loveth tlie remembrance of his low- 

The servile manner, tlie dependent smile, the conscience self-ahascd ? 
No, this hour is his own, and the flatterer will be found a busy mocker ; 
lie thai hath salved tlioe with his tongue shall now gnash upon thoe witb 

his teeth, 
Vca, he will be leLder in the laugh, — silly one, to listen to thy loss, 
tVe scarce had hoped to lime and lake another of the fools of flattery. 
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At tlie Inst ; have charity, young scholar, — yea, to the sycophant convicted ; 

Be not a Brutus to thyself, nor stern in thine own cause. 

Pardon exaggerated praise ; for there is a natural impulse 

Spurring on the nobler mind, lo colour facts by feelings ; 

Take au indulgent view of each man's interest in self, 

Be la:^e and liberal in excuses ; is not that iniinnity thine own ? 

Search thy soul and be humble ; and mercy abideth with humilltj ; 

So that, yea, the insincere, may find tiie piUful, and love thee. 

Mildly pat aside, without rudeness of repulse, the pampering hand of flat- 

For courtesy and kindness have gone beneath its guise, and ill shouldst 
tliou rebuke them. 

Thou art incapable of theft : but flowers in the garden of a friend 

Are thine to fJuck with confidence, and it were unfriendliness to heatate; 

Thou ahhorrest flattery : but a generous excess in praise 

Is thine to yield with honest heart, and false were the charity to doubt it; 

TTie difference lieth m thine aim ; kindliness and good are of charity, 

But selfish, harmful, vile, and bad, is flattery's evil eml. 



OF NEGLECT. 

Gehekous and righteous is thy grief, slighted cliild of sensibility ; 

For kindliness enkindleth love, but the waters of indifference quench itj 

Thy soul is athrist for sympathy, and hungereth to find afTeclion. 

The tender scions of thy heart yeom for the sunsMne of good feeling ; 

And it is an evil thing and bitter, when the cheerful face of Charity', 

Going forth gayly in the morning to woo the worid with smiles. 

Is met by these wayfaring men with coldness, suspicion, and repulse, 

And tumeth into hard dead stone at the Gorgon visage of Neglect 

O brother, warm and young, covetous of others' favour, 

J see thee checked and chilled, sorrowing for censure or forgetftilneaa 

Let coarse and common minds despise — that wounding of thy vanity, 

Alas, I note a sorer cause, the blighting of thy love ; 

Let the callous sensual deride thee, — disappointed of (hy praise, 
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Alas, thou nast a juster grief, dsfrauded of their kindness : 

It is a theme for tears to feel the soft heart hardening, 

The frozen breath of apathy sealing up the fountain of aifection ; 

It ia a pang keen only to the best, to be injured well-deservhig, 

And slumbering Neglect is injury, — could ye not watch one hour ? 

When God himself compkined, it was that none regarded, 

And indifference bowed to the rebuke. Thou gavcst Me no kiss when I 



Moreover, praise is good ; honour is a treasure to he hoarded ; 
A good man's praise foreshadoweth God's, and in His smile is heaven: 
But men walk on in hardihood, steehng their sinfulness to censure. 
And where rebuke is ridiculed, the love of praise were an infirmity ; 
The judge thou heedest not in fear, cannot have deep homage of thy hope, 
And who tlien is tlie wise of this world, that will own he trombleth at his 

fellows 7 
Calm, careless, and insensihle, he niockelh blame or calumny. 
Neither shoidd his dignity be humbled to some pittance of tiieir praise : 
The rather, let false pride affect to trample on the treasure 
Which evermore in secret strength unconiiuered Nature prizeth ; 
Rather, shall he stifle now the rising bliss of triumph. 
Lest after. In the world's Neglect, he must acknowledge bitlemeas. 

For lo, that world is wide, a huge and crowded contii>tiit. 
Its brazen s\m is mammon, and its iron soil is care. 



A world full of men, where each man cljngeth to his idol ; 

A world full uf men, where each man cherislieth his sorrow ; 

A world full of men, multitude shoaling upon multitude ; 

A surging sea, where every wave is burdened with an argosy of self; 

A bonndlcas beach, where every stone is a separate microscopic world ; 

A forest of innumerable trees, where every root is independent. 

What then is the marvel or the shame, if units bo lost among l]je million 1 

Const thou reasonably murmur, if a leaf drop off unnoticed ? 

Wondrous in architecture, intricate and beautiful, delicately tinged and 

scented. 
Exquisite of feeling and mysterious in life, none cared for its growth, or 

its decay : 
None? yea, — no one of its fellows, — iiur cedar, palm, nor br^inible — 
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Haae 1 its twinbom brother scarcely missed it from the spray ; 
None ? — if none indeed, then man's neglect were bittemess j 
Aad life a land without a sun, a globe without a God ! 
Yea, flowers in the desert, there be that love your beauty ; 
Yea, jewels in the sea, there be that prize your brightness ; 
Children of unmerited oblivion, there be that watch and woo you, 
And many tend your sweets, with gentle ministering care : 
Tlironging spirits of the happy, and the ever presmit Good One, 
Yearning seek those precious tilings man hath not heart to love ; 
Gems of the humblest or the highest, pure and patient in their kind. 
The souls unhardened by ill-usage, and uncorrupt by luxury. 

And ye, poor desolates unsunned, toilers in tlie dark damp mine. 
Wearied daughters of oppresdon, crushed beneath the car of avarice, 
There be that count your tears,— he hatli numbered tlie hairs of thy 

There be that can forgive your ill with kind considerate pity: 

Count ye this for comfort, Justice hath her balances, 

And yet another world can compensate for all ; 

The daily martyrdom of patience shall not bo wanting of reward ; 

Duty is a priclily shrub, but its flower will be happiness and glory. 

Ye too, the friendless, yet dependent, that flnd nor Iiome nor lover. 

Sad imprisoned hearts, captive to the net of circumstance, — 

And ye, too Iiarshly judged, noble unappreciated intellects. 

Who, capable of highest, lowlier fix your just ambition in content, 

And chiefest, ye famished infants of tlie poor, tdling for your parents' bread, 

Tired, and sore, and uncomforted the wWle, ibr want of love and learning. 

Who struggle with the pitiless machine in dull continuous conflict. 

Tasked by iron men, who care for nothing but your labour, — 

Be ye long-suffering and courageous ; abide the will of Heaven ■ 

God is on your side ; all things are tenderly remembered : 

I lis servants here shall help you ; and whore those fail you tlirongli Ncg 

lect, 
IBs kingdom still hath time and space for ample discriminative Juslice; 
Vea, though utterly on this bad earth ye lose both right and mercy, 
'ITie tears lliat we forgat to note, our God shall wipe away. 

Nevertheless, kind spirit, susceptible and guileless, 
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Meek imcherished dove, in a carrion flock of fowls. 

Sensitive mimosa, shrinking from the winds lliat help to root tho fir, 

Fragile nautilus, shipwrecked in the galo whereat the conch is gUtd, 

Thy sharp peculiar grief is uncomforted by hope of compensation. 

For it is a delicate and spiritual wound, which tho probe of pity bruiselh ; 

Yet hear how many thoughts estennalc its paiu ; 

Even while a kindred heart can sorrow for its presence. 

For the stmg of ne^ect is in this, — that such as we are, all forgot us. 

That men and women, kith and kin, so lightly heed of other : 

Sympathy is lacking from tlie guilty such os we, even where angela 

And souls of fine accord must prize a fellow-sanner's love : 

For the worst love those who love them, and the best claim heart for heart. 

And it is a holy thirst to long for love's requital ; 

Hard it will be, hard and sail, to love and be unloved, 

And many a thorn is thrust into the side of him tliat is forgotten. 

The oppressive silence of reserve, tlie frost of failing friendship, 

AfTeclion blighted by repulse, or chilled by sholluw courtesy, 

The unaided struggle, the unconsidered grief, the unesteemed self-sacrifice, 

The gift, dear evidence of kindness, long due, but never offered. 

The glance estranged, the letter fiung aside, the greeting ili received. 

The services of unobtrusive care unthanked, perchance unheeded, 

These things, which hard men mock at, rend the feelings of the tender. 

For the delicate tissue of a spiritual mind is torn by those sharp barbs ; 

The coldnesis of a trusted friend, a plentitude ending in vacuity. 

Is as if the stable world had burst a hollow bubble. 

But, consider child of sensibility ; the lot of men is labour. 

Labour for the month, or labour in the spirit, lalwur stern and individual. 

Worldly cares and woridly hopes exact the thoughts of all. 

And there is a necessary selfishness rooted in each mortal breast. 

The phuis of prudence, or the whisperings of pride, or all-absorbing re- 
veries of love, 

Ambition, grief, or fear, or joy, set each man for himself: 

Therefore, the centre of a cycle, whereunto all the universe convergolb, 

Is seen in fallen solitude, the naked sclfisli heart : 

Stripped of conventional deceptions, untrammelled from the harness of 
society. 

We ail may road ono lillle word engraved on all we do ; 



Hosted by Google 



laa PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

Other men, what are they unto us 7 the age, the mass, the million^— 

We segregate distinct from generalities, that isolated pattitle, a self: 

II is tlie verp law of our life, a law for soul and body, 

An earthly law for enrtltly men, toiling in reaponaible probation. 

For each is the all unto himself, disguise it as we may, 

Each infinite, each most precious ; yet even aa a nothing to !iis neighbour. 

O consider, we be crowding up an avenue, trapped in the decoy of lime, 

Behind vb the irrevocable pnst, before us the illimitable future, 

What wonder is there, if the traveller, wayworn, hopeful, fearful. 

Burdened himself, so lightly heed the burden of his brother ? 

How shouldst tiiou marvel ajid be sad that the pilgrims trouble not to learn 

When each halh to master for himself the lessons of life and immortalitv T 

Moreover, what art tlion, — so vabily impaHent of neglect, 

Where tlien is thy worthiness, that so thou claimest htaiour ? 

Let the true judgment of humility reckon up thine ill deserts. 

How little is there to be loved, how much to slir up scorn 1 

The double heart, the bitter tongue, the rash and erring spirit, 

Be those, ye purest among men, your passports into favour ? 

It is mercy in the Merciful, and jusiice in the Just, to be jealous of hia 

creature's love. 
But how should evil or duplicity arrogate affection to itself? 
Where love is happiness and duty, to be jealous of tiiat love is godlike. 
But who can reverence the guilty 7 who findeth pleasure in the mean 7 
Check the presumption of thy hopes : thankfully Cake refuge in obscurity 
Or, if then claimest merit, thy sin shall be proclaimed upon the housetops. 

Vet again : consider them of old, the good, the great, Ihe learned. 

Who have blessed the world by wisdom, and glorified their God by purity 

Did those speed in favour 7 were they the loved and the admired 7 

Was every prophet had in honour 7 and every deserving one remembered 

to his praise 7 
What shall I say of yonder band, a glorious cloud of witnesses. 
The sEonied, defamed, insulted, — but the excellent of earth 7 
tt were weariness to count up noble names, neglected in their lives. 
Whom none esteemed, nor cared to love, till death had sealed them his. 
l-'or good men are the health of the world, valued only when it porisheth. 
Like water, liglit, and air, all precious in tlicir absence. 
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Who hath considered the blessing of his tecatii, till the poison of an asthma 

Btrucli him ? 
Who hath regarded Ihe just pulses of his hecrt, till spasra or paralyas 

have stopped them ? 
Even thus, an unobserved routine of daily grace and wisdom, 
When no more here, had worship of a world, whose penitence atoned for 

its neglect. 
And living genius is seen among infirmities, whcrefrom the ci 

And other rival men of mind crowd tills aten 

And there be many cares ; and a man knoweth litUe of his brother ; 

Feebly we appreciate a motive, and slowly keep pace with a feeling ; 

And social ditFerence is much ; and experience teacheth sadly. 

How great the treachery of friends, how dangerous tlie courtesy of enemies 

So, the sum of all these tilings operatoth largely upon ail men, 

Hed^ng us about with thorns, to cramp our yearning sympathies. 

And we grow maleiialized in mind, forgetting what we see not, 

But, immersed in perceptions of Ihe present, keep things absent ont of 

thought ; 
Thns, whore ingratitude, and guilt, and labour, and selfishness would 

harden. 
Humbly will the good man bow, uiununnuring, to N^lcct 

Yet once more, griever at Neglect, hear me to thy comfort, or rebuke : 
For, after all ihy just complaint, the world is full of love. 
O heart of childhood, tender, trusting, and aifectiont^, 
O youth, warm youth, full of generous attentions, 
O woman, self-forgetting woman, poetry of human life ; 
And not less thou, man, so often the disinterested brother, 
Many a smile of love, many a tear of pity, 
Ii[any a word of comfort, many a deed of magnanimity. 
Many a stream of milk and honey pour ye freely on the earth. 
And many a rosebud of love rejoicelh in the dew of your aSection. 
Neglect ? O liberal world, for thine are many prizes : 
Neglect 1 O charitatile world, whore thousands feed on bounty ; 
Neglect? O just world, for thy judgments err not often; 
Neglect ? O libel on a world, where biilf that world is woman ! 
Where is Ihe afflicted, whose voice, mice heard, stirretli not a host.of com 
forters? 
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Where is llie sick nntended, or in prison, and they visited Iiim not 1 

Tlie hungry is fed, and the tliiratj' satisfied, till alDility set limits to tha 

will. 
And those who did it unto them, have dono it «nlo God ! 
For human benevolence is large, though many matters dwarf it, 
Prudence, ignorance, imposture, and the straiteninp of circumstance and 

And if to the hody, so to the mind, the mass of men are generous : 

Their estimate who know us best, is seldom seen to err ; 

Be aare the Ewlt is thine, as pride, or shallowness, or vanity. 

If all around thee, good and tad, neglect thy seeming merit : 

No man yet deserved, who found not some to love him ; 

And he that never kept a frtend need only blame himself: 

Many for unworthiness will droop and die, but all arc not unworthy ; 

It must indeed be cold clay soil that killeth every seed. 

Therefore examine thy slate, O self-accounted martyr of Neglect, 

It may be, thy merit is a cubit, and thy measure thereof a furlong : 

But grant it greater than ihy thoughts, and grant that men thy fellows 

For pleasure, business, or interest, misnse, forget, neglect thee, — 

Still be thou conqueror in this, the consciousness of high desenings ; 

Let it sufSce thao to be worthy ; faint not thou for praise ; 

For that thou art, be grateful ; go humbly even in thy confidence ; 

And set tiiy foot on the neck of an enemy so harmless as Neglect. 



OF CONTENTMENT. 

Godliness with Contentment, — these be the pillars of felicity, 
Jachin, wherewithal it is established, and Boa7, in the which is strength : (" 
And upon their ca[Mtals is lily-work, the lotus fruit and flower. 
Those fair and fragrant types of holiness, innocence, and beauty ; 
Great gtun perlaineth lo the piDars, nets and chains of wreathcn gald. 
And they stand up straight in the temple porch, the house where Glory 
dwellcth. 

The body craveth meafa, and tho spirit is athirst for peacefulness ; 
He that hath these, hath enough ; for all beyond is vanity. 
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Surfeit vaulleUi over pleasure, to light upon the hiUier side of pun ; 

And great store is great care, the ratlier if it mightily increaseth. 

Albeit too little is a trouhle, yet too much shaJl swell iiito an evil, 

If wiadom stand not nigh to moderate tlie wishes : 

For covetousneSiS never had enough, but moanclh at ts 

And rich men have commoidy more need to be taugh co le m n laa 

the poor. 
That haugry chusm in their market-place gapeth sti m ed 

Yea, fling in all the wealth of Rome, — it askelh hig 
So, when the miser's gold cannot fill the measure c iis 
Curtius must leap into the pit, and avarice shall clos p n lis h ( ) 

Behohi Independence in his rags, al! too easily contented. 

Careful for nothing, liiankful for much, and uncomplaining in his poverty ; 

Such an one have I somewMle seen earn his erast with gladness : 

He is a gatherer of dmples, culling wild herbs upon the hills : 

And now, as he sitteth on the heach, with liis mortherless child beade him, 

To rest tliem hi tlie cheerful sun, and sort tlieir mints and horeliound,— 

Tell me, can ye find upon his forehead the cloud of covetous anxiety. 

Or note the dull unkiniUed eyes of sated sons of pleasure ? — 

For there is more joy of life with that poor picker of the ditches, 

Than among the multitude of wealthy who wed their gruns to discontent. 

I have seen many rich, burdened with the fear of poverty ; 

I Ijave seen many poor, buoyed with all the carelessness of wealth ; 

For the rich had the spirit of a pauper, and She moneyless a liberal heart ; 

The first enjoyefli not for having, and tlie latter hath notliing but enjoy 

None is poor but the mean in mind, tlie limoroHS, the weak, and unher 

lieving; 
None is wealthy but the aflluent in soul, who is satisfied and floweth over. 
The poor-rich is attenuate for fears, the rich-poor is fattened upon hopes ; 
Cheerfulness is one man's welcome, and the other warnetli from him by 

Many poor have the pleasures of the rich, even m their own possessions ; 
And many rich miss the poor man's comforts, and yet feal all his cares. 
Liberty is affluence, and tlie llelots of anxiety never can be counted weal- 
thy; 
But he that is disentli railed from fear, gocth for the time a king j 
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He is royol, great, anc] opulent, living free of fortunp. 
And looking on the world as owner of its good, the Maker's cliild and heir 
Whereas the covetous is slavish, a very Midaa in Jiis avarice. 
Full of diamal dreams, and starved amongst Ws treasures : 
The ceaseless spcr of discontent goaded him with instant appreliension, 
And his thirst for gold conid never he quenched, for he drank mth &u, 
throat of Crasaus, ('*) 

Vanity and dreary disappolntmont, care, and weariness and envy ; 

Vanity is graven upon all things ; wisely spake the preacher. 

For ambition is a burning mountain, thrown up amid the turbid sea, 

A Stromboli in sullen pride above the liiaaing waves : 

And the ^tesman climbing there, forgetful of his patriot intentions. 

Shall hate the strife of each rough step, or ever he Iialh tmled midway ; 

And every truant from his homo, Ihe happy home of duty. 

Shall live to loatlie his eminence of cares, tliat seething smoke and lava. 

Contentment is the temperate repast, flowing with milk and honey ; 

Ambition is the drunken orgy, fed by liquid flames ; 

A black and bitter frown is stamped upon the forehead of Ambition, 

Bat fair Contentment's aiigol-fece is rayed with winning smiles. 

Tliete was in Tyre a merchant, the favourite child of fortune. 

An opulent man with many ships, to trade in many climes ; 

And he rose up earl5' to hia merchandise, after feverish dreaming, 

Aad lay down late to his hot unrcat, overwhelmed with calculated cares. 

So, day by day, and month by month, and year by year, he gained ; 

And grew gray, and waxed great ; for money brotight him all things. 

All things ? — verily not all ; the kernel of the nut is lacking, — 

His mind was a stranger to content, and as for Peace, he knew her not : 

Iiusuries palled upon his palate, and his eyes were satiate with purple ; 

He could coin much gold, but buy no happiness with it. 

And on a day, a day of droad, in the heat of inordinate ambition. 

When he threw with a gambler's hand, to lose or to double hia possea- 

The chance hit him, — lie had speculated ill, — and men began to whisper j— 
Those he trusted, failed ; and tlieir usuries had bribed hjm deeply ; 
One sliip foundered out at sea,— and another met the pirate, — 
And so, with broken fortunes, men discreetly shunned liim. 

He was a stricken sfcig, and went to hide away in solitude, 
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And there in hiimilily, he thought, — he resolved, and promptly acted : 
From the wreck of all his Bplendouis, from the dregs of tlie goblet of affla- 

He saved with management a morsel and a drop, for his daily cup and 

And lo, that little was enough, and in enough was competence : 

His cares were gone, — he slept by night, and Uved at peace by day : 

Cured of his guilty selfishness, — money's love, envy, competition, — 

He lived to be thankful in a cottage that he had lost a palace : 

For he found in his abasement, what he vainly had sought in high estate. 

Both mind and body wel! at ease, though robed in the russet of the lowly. 

Once more ; a certain priest, happy in his high vocation, 

With fdth, and hope, and charity, well served his village altar ; 

As men ccunt riches, he was poor; but great were his treasures in heaven, 

And great his joys on earth, for God's salie doing good : 

He had few cares and many consolations, one of the welcome every where ; 

The labourer accounted him his friend, and magnates did him honour al 

their table : 
With a large heart and little means ho still made many grateful, 
And felt as the centre of a circle, of comfort, calmness, and content. 
But on a weaker Sabbath, — for he preached hoth well and wisely, — 
Some casual hearer loudly priused his great neglected talents ; 
Why should he be buried in obscurity, and throw these pearls to swine ? 
Could he not still bo doing good, — tlie whilst he pushed his fortunes ? 
Then came temptation, even on the spark of disconlenl ; 
The neighbouring town had a pulpit to be filled ; holly did he canvass and 

Now was he popular and courted, and hstened to the spell of admiratioD, 
And toiled lo please the taste, rather tlian to pierce the conscience. 
Greedily he sought, and seeking found, the patronialng notice of the great; 
He thirsted for emoluments and hononrs, and counted rich men happy : 
So he flattered, so he preached; and gold andfame flowed in; 
They flowed in, — he was reaping his reward, — and he felt himself a fool. 
Alas, what a shadow was he following, — how precious ivas the substance 

he had left ! 
Man for God, gold for good, this was his miserable bargain. 
The village church, its humble flock, and humbler parish priest. 
Zeal, devotion, and approving heaven, — his booi;s, and simple life. 
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Hia litfle fann and flower-beds, — his recreative rambles with a friend. 
And haply at the eventide the leaping treats, to belp their humble fare^— 
All these wretchedly exchanged for what the world called fortune, 
With the harrowing conscience of a state relapsed to vain ambitions. 
Then, for Gfod was gracious to his soul, Ms better thoughts returned. 
And better aims with better thoughts, his holy walk of old. 
Sickened of style, and ostentation, and the dissipative fashions of society. 
He deserted from the raiJis of Mammon, and rec.wed lus alle^nce to 

God: 
For he found Ihat the praises of men, and al! that gold can give, 
Arc not worthy to be named against godliness and calm contentment. 



OF LIFE. 

A CHiLn was playing in a garden, a merry little child. 
Bounding idlh triumphant health, and full of happy fancies ; 
His kite was floating in the sunshine,— but he tied the string to a twig. 
And can among the roses to catch a new-botn butterfly ; 
His horn-book lay npon a bank, but the pretty truant hid it. 
Buried up in gathered grass, and moss, and sweet wild-thyme ; 
He laonehed a paper boat upon the fountain, — then wayward turned aside, 
To twine some vagrant jessamines about tlie dripping marble : 
So, in various pastime, shadowing the schemes of manhood, 
That curly-headed boy consumed the golden hours : 
And I blessed his glowing face, envying the merry Utde child. 
As he shouted with the ecstasy of being, clapping his hands for joyi^ilneas ; 
For I said, Surely, O Life, thy name is happiness and hope. 
Thy daj-s are bright, tiiy flowers are sweet, and pleasure the condition d 
thy gil^. 

A youth was walking in tlia moonlight, walking not alone. 

For a fair and gentle maid leant on hia trembling arm : 

Their whispering was still ot beauty, and the light of loi-c was in tlioir 

Their twin voung hearts liad not a tliought unvowed to bve and beauty ; 
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The stars, ond the sleeping world, and the guardian eye of God, 

The mnraiiir of the distant waterfall, and nightingales warbling in tlw 

thicket. 
Sweet speech of years to come, and promises of fondest hope, 
And more, a present gladness in each other's trust; 
All these fed their aools with the hidden manna, of afibction. 
While their feces shone beatified in the radiance of reflected Bden ; 
I guzed on that fond yo^th, and coveted his heart. 
Attuned to holiest symphonic.., with music in its strings ; 
For I said, Surely, O Ljfe, thy nanie is love and beauty ; 
rhy joys are full, thy looks most fiur, thy feeUngs pure and sensitive. 

A man sat beside his merchandise, a careworn altered man, 

His waking hope, his nightly fear, were money and its losses ; 

Rarely was the langh npon the cheek, except in bitter scorn. 

For his foohshness of heart, and the lie of its romance, counting Love a 

IDs talk is of stern Reality, chilling unimaginative facts. 

The dun material accidents of this sensual body ; 

Lucreless honour were contempiibls, impoverished aifection but a pauper'i 

Duty, struggling unrewarded, the bargain of a cheated fool ; 
The market-value of a fiincy must bs measured by the gain it bringeth, 
No man is fed, or clothed by fame, or love, or duty : — 
So (oiled he day by day, that cold and joyless man ; 
I gazed upon Ms haggard face, and sorrowed for the change : 
For I said, Surely, O Life, thy name is care and wearinnss. 
Thy soul is parched, thy winds are fierce, and the siins above thee har- 
dening. 

A withered elder lay upon his bed, a desolate man and feeble ; 
His thoughts were of the past, the early past, the bygone days of youth : 
Bilteriy repented he the years stolen by the god of tliis world : 
Remembering the maiden of his love, and tl.e heart-atricken wife of his 



For the sunshiny mommg of life came again to him a vivid truth. 
But the years of toil as a long dim dream, a cloudy blighted noon ; 
He saw the nutting schoolboy, but forga.t the speculative merchant; 
The callous calculating husband was shamed by the generous lover : 
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He knew that tlio weeds of woridliness, and the emoky breath of Mammon 
Had choked and killed those tender shoots, his yearnings after honour and 

affection : 
So was he sick at lieait, and my pity strove to choer him. 
But a deep and dismal gulf lay between comfort and his aoul. 
Then I said, Surely, O Life, thy name is vanity and sorrow. 
Thy BtoiTOs at noon are many, and thine eventide ia clouded by remorse. 

Now, when I thought upon tliese tilings, my heart was grieved witliin me : 
I wept with bitterness of speech, and these were the words of my com- 
plaining : 
" Wherefore then must happiness and love wither into care and vanity^- 
Wherefore is the bud so beauKful, but flower and fruit so blighted ? 
Hard is the lot of man ; to be lured by the meteor of romance. 
Only to be snared, and to sink, in the turbid mud-pool of reality." 

Suddenly, a light,— and a rushing presence, — and a consciousness of 

Eomothmg near me, — 
I trembled, and listened, and prayed ; then I knew the Angel of Life : 
Vague, and dimly visible, mine eye could not behold him, 
Aa, calmly unimpassioned, he looked upon an erring creature : 
Unseen, my spirit apprehended him ; though he spake not, yet I heard ; 
For a sympatlietic communing with Him flashed upon my mind electric. 

Pensioner of God, be grateful ; the gift of Life ia good : 

The life of heart, and life of soul, mingled with life for tlie body. 

Gladness and beauty are its just inheritance,— the beauty thou hast 

counted for.romanco : 
And guardian spirits weep that selfishness and sorrow should destroy it 
Thou hast seen (he natural blessing marred info a curse by man ; 
Come then, in favour will I show tliee the proper escollenoe of life. 
Keep thou purity, and watch against suspicion, — love shall never perish ; 
Guard thine innocenoy spotless, and the buoyancy of childhood shal] remain. 
Sweet ideals feed the soul, thoughts of loveliness delight it ; 
The chivalrous affection of uncalcniating youth lacketh not honourable 

wisdom. 
Charge not folly on invisibles, that render thee happier and purer : 
The fair frail visions of Eoniance have a use beyond the maxims of tfia 

BeaL 



Hosted by Google 



Behold, a patriarch of years, who leaneth on the staff of religion ; 

His heart is fresh, quick to feel, a bursting foimt of generosity ; 

He, playful in his wisdom, is gladdened in his children's gladness : 

He, pure in liia experience, lovoth in his son's first lovo : 

Lofty aspuuUons, deep affections, holy hopes are his delight ; 

Us ahhnirence is to strip from Life its charitable garment of Meal. 

The cold and callous sneerer, who heedetli of the merely practical, 

And mocketh at good uses in imaginary things, that man is his scorn ; 

The hard unsympathizing modern, filled with facts and figures, 

Cautious and coarse, and materialized in mind, that man is his pity. 

Passionate thirst for gain never hath burnt within his bosom ; 

The leaden chains of that duU lust have not bound him prisoner ; 

The shrewd world laughed at him for honesty, the vain world mouthed at 

him for honour, 
The false world hated him for truth, the cold world despised him for 

Still, he kept his treasure, the warm and noble heart, 
And in that liappj wise old man survive the child and lover. 
For human Life is as Chian wine, flavoured nnto him who drinketh it. 
Delicate fragrance comforting the soul, as needful substance for the body: 
Therefore, see thou art pure and guileless ; so shall tliy Realities of life 
Be sweetened, and tempered, and gladdened by the wholesome spirit of 
Romance. 

Dost thon live, man, dost thou live, — or only breathe and labour 7 

Art thou free, or enslaved to a routine, the daily machinery of habit ? 

For one man is quickened into Life, where thousands exist as in a torpor. 

Feeding, toiling, sleeping, an insensate weary round : 

Tlie plough, or the ledger, or the trade, with animal cares and indolenco. 

Make the mass of vital years a heavy lump unleavened. 

Drowsily lie down in thy dullness, fettered with the irons of circumstance, 

Thou wilt not wake to think and fee! a minute in a month. 

The epitome of common life is seen in the common epitaph, 

Born on such a day, and dead on such another, with an interval of three- 

For tune hath been wasted on the senses, to the hourly diminishing of 

Lean is the soul and pineth, in the midst of ahundance for flic body ; 
He forgat the world to which ho tended, and a creature's true nubility, 
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Not wished that hope and wholesome fear should stir him from his Iiardened 

satisfiiction. 
And fJiia is death in life ; to be sunk beneath the waters of the Actus!, 
Without one feebly-struggling sense of an airier spiritual realm : 
Affection, fancy, feeling — dead ; ima^nation, conscience, faith, 
All wilfuUy expunged, till they leave the man mere carcass. 
See tlinu hvest, whiles thou art ; for heart must hve, and eoul, 
But care and sloth and sin and self, combine (o kill tliat lifo. 
A man will grow to an automaton, an appendage to (lie counter or llio 

If mind and spirit be not roused to raise the plodding groveller : 
Then praise God for Sabbaths, for books, and dreams, and pains, 
For the recreative face of nature, and the kindling cliarities of home ; 
And remember, thou that labourest, — thy leisure is not loss, 
If it help to expose and undermine that solid falsehood, the Material. 

Ijfe is a strange ai 
Ughtsomi 

It beginneth as a little path, edged with the violet and primrose, 

A little path of lawny grass, and soil to Ony feet r 

Soon, spring thistles in the way, those early griefs of school, 

And fruit-trees rariged on either hand show holiday delights: 

Anon, the rose and the mimosa hint at sensitive aifocflon. 

And vipers hide among the grass, and briers are woven in toe hedges". 

Shortly, staked along in order, stand the slender saplings, 

While hollow hemlock and tall ferns fill the frequent interval : 

So advancing, quaintly mixed, majestic line the way 

Sturdy oaks, and vigorous elms, the beech and forest-pine : 

And here the road is rough with rocks, wide, and scant of herbage, 

The sun is hot in heaven, and the ground is clefi and parched : 

And many-times a hollow-trunk, decayed or lightning-scatlieJ, 

Or in its deadly solitude, the melancholy upas : 

But soon, with closer ranks, are set t!ie sentinel trees, 

And darker shadows hover amongst Autmnn's mellow tints ; 

Ever and anon, a holly, — junipers, and cypresses, and yews ; 

The soil is damp ; the air is chill ; night cometh on apace : 

Speed to the portal, traveller, — lo, there is a moon, 

Witli srailijig light to guide thee safely tluough tlie dreadful shade: 
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Hark, — tiiat hollow loiocli, — tiehold, the warder openeth, 

The gate is gaping, and for thee ; — those are the jaws of Death ! 



OF DEATH. 

Keej silence, ikughlct of frivolity, — for Death is in tliat cliainbGr 1 

Startle not with echolDg sound the strangely solemn peace. 

Death is here in spirit, watcher of a marble corpse, — 

That eye is fixed, that heart is still, — how dreadful in its stillness ! 

Dealh, new tenant of the house, pervadeth all the fabric ; 

He waiteth at the head, and he standeth at the feet, anil hideth m t'lo 

caverns of the breast ; 
Death, subtle leech, hath anatomized soul from body, 
Dissecting well in every nerve its spirit from its substance : 
Deolh, ri^d lord, hath claimed the heriot clay. 
While joyonsiy the youthful soul hath gone to take his heritage j 
Death, cold usurer, hath sehed his bonded debtor ; 
Death, savage despot, hath caught his forfeit serf; 
Death, Wind foe, wreaketh petty vengeance on the flesh ; 
Death, fell cannibal, gloatetii on his victim, 
And carrieth it with him to the grave, that dismal banquet-hall, 
Where in foul slate the Rojai GoiU holdeth secret orgies. 

Hide it up, hide it up, draw the decent curtain : 

Hence 1 curious fool, and pry not on corruption ; 

For the fearful mysteries of change are being there enacted. 

And many actors play theh: part on that small stage, the tomb. 

Leave the clay, tliat leprous thing, touch not the fleshly garment : 

Dust to dust, it niingleth well among the sacred soil : 

It is scattered hy the winds, it is wafted by the waves, it mixeth witn herbs 

and cattle. 
But God hath watched those morsels, and hath guided them in caro : 
Each waiting sonl must claim his own, when the archangel soundeth, 
And all the fields, and all the hills, shall move a mass of life ; 
Bodies nmnhcrlcss, crowding on the land, and covering llic troniplcd sea. 
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Darkoaiiiir the air precipitate, and gathered scatlielesB from the fire ; 
The Himalayan peaks shall yield their charge, and the desolate ateppes of 

Siheria, 
The Maelstrom dipcngulf its spoil, and the iceberg manumit its captive: 
All shall teem with life, the converging ftagmenls of humanity. 
Till every consoioos essence greet his individual frame ; 
For in some dignified sinulitude, alike, yot difierent in glory. 
This body shall be siiaped anew, fit dwelhng for the bouI : 
The hovel hath grown to a palace, the bulb hatli burst into tlie flower. 
Matter hath put on iocorruption, and is at peace with spirit. 

Amen,— and so it shall be :— bat now, the scone is drear,— 

Vea, though promiKCs and hope strive to cheat its sadness ; 

full of grief, tjiough fjuth herself is strong to speed the soul, 

for the partner of its toil is left behind to endure an ordeal of cliange. 

Dear partner, dear and froU, my loved though humble home, — 

Should I cast thee off without a pang, as a garment flung aiiide ? 

Many years, for joy and sorrow, have I dwelt in thee. 

How shall I be recWesa of tliy weal, nor hope for thy perfection 1 

TWs also. He that lent thee for my uses in mortality, 

Shall well fulfill with bounilloas praise on that returning day. 

Behold, thou shall be glorified ; Uiou, mine abject friend, — 

And should I meanly sconi thy state, until it rise to greatness 1 

Far be it, O my soul, from thine expectant essence. 

To be heedless, if indignity or folly desecrate those thine ashes ; 

Keep them safe with careful love ; and let the mound be holy ; 

And, thou that passest by, revere tJie waiting dead. 

Naples sitteth by the sea, keystone of an arch of azure, 

Crowned by consenting nations peerless queen of gnyety : 

She laugheth at the wrath of Ocean, she inockelli tlie fury of Vesuvius, 

She spumeth disease and misery and famine, that crowd her sunny street: 

The giddy dance, the merry song, the festal glad procession, 

ITie noonday slumber and tlie midnight serenade,— all these make up het 

life; 
Her Ijfe ? — and what her Death ?— look we to tlte end of life,— 
Solon, and Tellus the Athenian, ^visely have ye pointed to the grave. 
For behold yon dreary precinct,— those hundreds of stone wells, — (") 
A pit for a day, a pit for a day,— a pit to be soiilod for a year : 
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And in the gloom of night, they raised the year-closed lid, — 

Look in,— for gnawing lime hath iialf consumed the carcasses ; 

Thua, they huri the daily dead into that horrible pit, 

The dead that only died MAa day,— os unconsidered oiSJ ! 

There, a stark white heap, unwept, unloved, uncared for. 

Old men and middens, young men and infants, mingle in hideoiis cotrup 

Fling in the gnawing lime, — seal up the chamel for a year ; 

For lo, a morrow's dawn hath tinged the mountain summit. 

O fair false city, thou gay and gilded harlot. 

Woe, for thy wanton heart ; woe, for thy wicked hardness ; 

Woe unto thee, that the lightsomeness of IJfe, beneatli Italian suns. 

Should meet the solemnity of Death in a sepulchre so foul and fearfuL 

For that, even to the best, the wise and pure and pious. 

Death, repulsive king, thme iron rule is terrible : 

Yea, and even at the best, in company of buried kindred, 

With hallowing rites, and friendly teais, and the dear old country church. 

Death, cold and lonely, thy fri^d face is hateful. 

The bravest look on thee with dread, the humblest curse thy coming. 

Still, ye unwise among mankind, your foolishness halJi added fears ; 

The crowded cemetery. Hie catacomb of bones, the pestilential vault, 

With fimcy's gliding ghost at eve, her moans and flaky footfalls. 

And the gibbering train of terror to fright your coward hearts. 

We speak not here of sin, nor the phantoms of a bloody conscience, 

Nor of solaces, and merciful pardon ; we heed but the inevitable grave ; 

The grave, that wage of guilt, tliat due return to dust. 

The grave, that goal of earth, and startmg-post for heaven. 

Plant it with laurels, sprinkle it with Ulies, set It upon yonder dewy Mil, 

Midst holy prayers, and generous grief, and consecrating blessings; 

J*t Sophocles sleep amoi^ his ivy, green perennial garlands, (") 

Let olives shade their VirgD, and roses bloom above Coriime ; 

To his foster-mother. Ocean, intrust the mariner in hope. 

The warrior's spirit, let it rise on high, from the flaming fragrant pyre. 

But heap not coffins and corrupOon to infect the mass of hving. 

Nor steal from odious realities the charitable poetry of Death : 

It is wse to gild uncomeliness, it is wise to mask necessity, 

Tt is wise from cheerful siglits and sounds to draw tlieir gent.e uses ; 
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Hide fla facts, the bitter facts, tho foul and fearful facts, 

Tend the hody well in hope, this were praise and wisdom ; 

But to pinnge in gloom the parting soul, that liath loved its clay tenement 

Thia were vanity and folly, the connsel of rnoroseness and despair. 

Not thus the Scythian of old time welcomed Death with songs ; 

Not thus the shrewd Egyptian decorated Death with braveries ; 

Not tiius on his funeral tower sleepeth the son-worshipping Parses ; 

Not thus the Moslem saint heth in his araliesqae mausoleum ; 

Not thus the wild red Indian, hunter of the far Missouri, 

In flowering trees hath nested up his forest-loving ancestry ; (") 

Not thus the Switzer mountaineer ecatterelh ribboned garlands 

About the rustic cross that halloweth the bed of his beloved ; 

Not thus the vilUge maiden wisheth she may die in spring. 

With store of violets and cowslips to be sprinkled on her snow-white 
shroud ; 

Not thus the dying poet asketh a cheerful grave, — ■ 

Lay him in the sunshine, friends, nor sorrow that a Chrislian Iiath de- 
parted! 

Yea, it is the poetry of Death, an Orpheus gladdening Hades, 

To care with mindful love for all so dear— and dead ; 

To think of them in hope, to look for them ic joy, and — but for its simple 

vanity, — 
To pray with all the caraostness of nature for souls who cannot change. 
For the tree is felled, and houghed, and bare, and the Measurer atandeth 

with his line ; 
The chance is gone for ever, and is past the reach of prayer : 
For men and angels, good and ill, have rendered all their witness ; 
The trial is over, tlie jury are gone in, and none can now be heard ; 
Well are they agreed upon the verdict, just, and fixed, and final. 
And the sentence showeth clear before the Judge hath spoken : 
Now — while resting matter is at peace within the tomb, 
The conscious spirit watolieth in unspeakable suspense ; 
Racked with a fearful looking forward, or blissfully feeding on the fore- 
Waiting souls in eager expectation pass the solemn interval ; 
They slumber not in death, but awaken, quickened to the terror of tha 

judgment ; 
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Tliey lie not insensate amoiiff darkness, but exult, loolting to the lig^hL 

Idiocy, brightening on tlie instant, when that veil is torn, 

Ib grateful that his torpor licre hath left him as an innocent ; 

The yonng child, stricken as he played, and guileless babes unborn. 

Freed &om fetters of the flesh, burst into mind immediate : 

Madness judgeth wisely, and the visions of the lunatic are gone. 

And each liasteneth to praise the mercy that made him irresponsible. 

For soul is one, though manifold in act, working the machinery of brain, 

[teason, fancy, conscience, passion, are but varying phases ; 

If, in God's wise purpose, the machine wore shattered or confused. 

Still is soul the same, though it exhibit with a difference : 

Therefore, dissipate (he brain, and set its inmate free, 

Boliold, the maniacs and embryos stand in tlieir place mtelligent. 

That solvent eateth away all dross, leaving the gold intact : 

Matter lingereth in the retort, spirit hath flown to the receiver : 

And lo, that recipient of the spirits, it is some aerial world, 

An oasis raid way on the desert space, separating earth frmn heaven, 

A prison-house for essences incorporate, a limbus vague and wild, 

Tartarns for evil, and Paradise for good, that intermediate Hades. 

O Death, what art thou ? a Law^ver that never altereth. 

Fixing the consummating seal, whereby the deeds of life become esfal>. 

li^hed ; 
O Death, wliat art thou ? a stem and silent usher. 
Leading to the judgment for Eternity, after the trial sceneJDf time ; 
Death, what art thou! an husbandman, that reapeth always, 
Out of season, as in season, with the sickle in bis hand ; 
O Death, what art thou ? the shadow unto every substance, 
In the bower as in the battle, Iiaunting night and day ; 
O Death, what art thou 1 nurse of dreamless slumbera 
Freshening the fevered flesh to a wakefnlness eternal : 
O Death, what art thou 7 stmnge and solemn Alchymist, 
Elaborating- life's eli3dr from these clayey crucibles: 
O Death, what art thou 7 antitype of nature's marvels. 
The seed and dormant chrysalis bursting into energy and glory. 
Thou calm, safe anchorage for the shattered hulls of men, — 
Thou spot of gelid shade, after the hot-breathed desert,— 
Thoa si3ent waiting-hall, where Adam meeleth with his children,— 
How fdl of dread, how full of hope, looraeth inevitable Death: 
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Of dread, for all have sinnfd ; of hope, for One hath saved ; 
The dread is drowned in joy, the liope is filled with immortality ! 
— Pass along, pilgrim of life, go to thy grave unfearing. 
The terrors are but shadows now that haunt the vale of Death. 



OF IMMORTALITY. 

jerd up t!iy mind to contemplation, trembUng inhabitant of eartli : 
Tenant of a hovol for a day, — thou art heir of the universe for ever ! 
For, neither congealing of the grave, nor gulfing waters of the Srmamenl:, 
Nor expansive airs of heaven, nor dissipaUve fires of Gehenna, 
Nor rust of rest, nor wear, nor waste, nor loss, nor chance, nor change, 
Shall avail to quench or overwhehn the spark of soul witJiin thee ! 

Thou art an imperishable leaf on the evergreen hay-tree of Existence ; 

A word from Wisdom's mouth, that cannot be unspoken ; 

A ray of Love's own light ; a drop in Mercy's sea ; 

A creature, marvellous and fearfu!, begotten by the fiat of Omnipotence. 

I, that speak in weakness, and ye, that hear in charity. 

Shall not cease to Uve and feel, though fleah mast see corruption ; 

For the prison-gates of matter shall be broken, and the shackled sou! go 

Free, for good or ill, to satisfy its appetence for ever : 

For ever, — dreadful doom, to be hurried on eternally to evil, — 

For ever, — happy fate, to ripen into perfcctness — for ever ! 

And is there a tliought within thy heart, slave of sin and fear, 

A black and harmful hope, that erring spirit dieth ! 

That primal disobedience hath ensured the death of soul. 

And separate evil sealed it thine — thy curse. Annihilation ! 

Heed thou this ; there is a Sacrifice ; the Maker is Redeemer of his cre«» 

Freely unto each, universally to all, is restored the privilege of essence : 

Whether unto grace or guilt, all must live through Him, 

Live in vitsl joy, or live in dying woe : 

Death in Adam, life in Christ ; the curse hung upon the cross : 
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Who art thou Ihat heedeat of redemption, as narrower than the fall 7 

All were dead,— He died for all ; that livlni^, they might love ; 

If living souls withhold their love,— still. He hatli died for them. 

Eve stole the knowledge ; Christ gave the life r 

Knowledge and life are the perquisites of soul, the privilege of man : 

Mercy stepped between, and stayed the double theft ; 

God gave ; and ^ving, bought ; and buying, asketh love ; 

And in such asking rendoreth bliss, to all diat hear and answer, 

Poc love with life is heaven ; and life unloving, hell. 

Creature of God, his will is for thy weal, etemaily progressmg ; 

Fear not to trust a Maker's love, nor a Saviour's ransom : 

He drank for nil,- for lliee and me,— the poison of our deeds ; 

We shall not die, but Uve, — and of his grace, we love. 

For in the mysteries of Mercy, the One fure-knowing Spirit 

Outstrippeth reason's halting choice, and winneth men to Him : 

Who shall sound tlie depths ? who shall reach the heights ? 

Freedom, in the gyves of fate ; and sovereignty, reconciled with justice. 

If then, as annihilate by sin, (lie soul was ever forfeit, 

Godhead paid the mighty price, the pledge hath been redeemed ; 

He, from the waters of Oblivion raised the drowning race, 

Lifting them even to Himself, the baseless Rock of Ages. 

None can escape from Adam's guilt, or second Adam's guerdon : 

Sin and death are thine ; thine also is interminable being : 

Let it be even as thou wilt, still are we ransomed from nonentity, 

The worlds of bliss and woe are peopled with immortals : 

And ruin is thy blame ; for thou, the worst, art free 

To take from Heaven the grace of love, as the gift of life : 

Yet is not remedy thy pnusc ; for thou, the best, art hound 

In self, and sin, and darkling sloth, until He break the chain : 

None can fell, without a stm^le, if that chain be broken ; 

Strive to-day, — one effort more may prove that thou art free ! 

Here is feith and prayer, here is the Grace and the Atonement, 

Here is the creature feeling for its God, and the prodigal returning to hia 

Father. 
But, behold, his reasonable children, standing in just probation, 
With ears to hear, neglect ; with oyes to see, refuao : 
They will not have the blessing with the life, the blessmg th^t enricheth 

immortality ; 
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And look for pleasures ont of God, for heaven in life alone : 
So they snalcli tliat awful prize, existence void of love. 
And in tlieir darlvoning exile make a needful hell of self. 

Therefore fear, thou sinner, lest the huge blessing. Immortality, 

Be blighted in thine evil to a curse, — it were better ho had not been bom ; 

Therefore hope, thou eamt, for the gift of immortality is free ; 

Take and Uve, and live in love ; fear not, thou art redeemed '. 

Tlie happy life, that height of hope, the knowledge of all good, 

Tliis is IJie blessing on obedience, oiredience the child of faith : 

The miaerabie life, that depth of all despair, the knowledge of a!l evil. 

This is tlie curee upon impenitence, impenitence that sprung of unbelief. 

God, from a Ijeautiful necessity, is Love in all he doctli, 

Love, a brilliant fire, to gladden or consume : 

The wicked work their Vt-oe by looking upon love, and hating it : 

The righteous find their joys in yearning on its loveliness for ever. 

Who shail imagine Immortality, or picture its illimitable prospect ? 
How feebly can a iaitering tongue express the vast idea ! 
For consider the primeval woods that hiistle over broad Australia, 
And count their autumn leaves, railiions multiplied by millions ; 
Thence look up to a moonless sky from a sleeping isle of the JEgmtm, 
And add to those leaves yon starry host, sparkling on the midnight, num- 

Thence traverse an Arabia, some continent of eddying sand. 

Gather each grain, let none escape, add them to the leaves and to the star*, 

Afterwards gaze upon the sea, tlie thousand leagues of an Atlantic, 

Take drop by drop, and add their sum to the grains, and leaves, and stars ; 

The drops of ocean, the desert sands, the leaves, and stars innumerable, 

(Albeit, in that multitude of multitudes, each small unit wore an age,) 

Al! might reckon for an instant, a transient flash of Time, 

Compared with this intolerable blaze, the measureless enduring of Eter- 

grandest gift of the Creator,— O largess wortiiy of a God, — 
Who sliall grasp that thrilling thought, life and joy for ever ? 
For the sun in heaven's heaven is Love that cannot change. 
And the shining of that sun is life, to all beneath its beams ; 
Who shall arrest it in the firmament, — or drag it from ila sphere? 
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Or bid its beauty smile no more, but tie extinct for ever ? 
Yen, where God Imth given, none aiiall lake away, 
Nor build up limits to his love, nor bid his bounty cease ; 
Wide, as space is peopled, endless aa the empire of heaven, 
The river of the water of life floweth on in mnjesty for ever ! 

Why should it seem a thing impossihle to Ihee, man of many doubti. 

That God shall wake the dead, and give tJiis mortal immortality 1 

Is it that such riches arc unsearchable, the bounty too profuse ? 

And yet what gift, to cease or change, is worthy of the King Almighty ? 

For remember the moment thou art not, thou mightcst as well not havs 

A millennium and an hour are equal in tho gulf of that desolate abyss, 

annihilation ; 
If Adam had existed till to-day, and Co-day had perished utterly, 
Wliat were his gain in the length of a life, that hath passed away for 

No tribute of thanks can exhale from the empty censer of nonentity ; 
The Giver, with his gift reclaimed, is mulctwi of all praise. 

Tell me, ye that strive in vain to cramp and dwarf the soul. 
Wherefore should it cease lohe, and when shall essence die? 
It is, — and tliereforo shall be, — till just obstacle oppoaeth : 
Show no cause for change, and reason leanelh to continuance. 
Tlie body verily shall change ; tliis curious house we live in 
Never had continuing stay, but changeth every instant r 
But the spiritual tenant of the house abideth in unalterable consciousness ; 
He may fly to many lands, but cannot flee himself ; 
The soil wherein ye drop the seed, hy suns or rains may vary : 
But the seed is the same ; and soul ie the seed ; and flesh but its anchor- 
age to earth. 

The machine may be broken, and rust corrode the springs : but can rust 

feed on motion ! 
Worms may batten on the hrain ; hut can worms gnaw the mind ? 
Dynamics are, and dwell apart, though matter be not made ; 
Spirit is, and can be separate, though a body were not : 
Power is one, be it lever, screw, or wedge ; but it needetb these for fllna- 

tration ; 
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Mind is one, be it casual or ided ; but it ia shown in tliese. 

Tlie creature is constructed individual, for trial of his reasonaile will, 

Cliiy and soul commingled wisely, mingled, not confused r 

As power is not in the spring, till somewhat give it action. 

So until spirit be infused, the organism lieth inergelic. 

Or Shalt thou say that mind is the delicate offspring of matter. 

The bright consummato flower that must perish with its leaf? 

Goto: doth weight breed lighlness? is freedom theatmosphereof prisons? 

When did the body elevate, expand, and bud the mind 1 

Lo, a red-hot cinder flung from the furnaces of jEtna,— 

There ia fire in that ash ; but did the pumice make it T 

Nay, cold clod, never canst thou generate a flame. 

Nay, most exquisite machinery, nevermore elabomte a mind ; 

Rather do ye battle and contend, opposite the one to the other ; 

Tdl God shall stop the strife, and call the body colleague. 

Garment of flesh, and art thou then a vest, so tinged with subtle poison, 
(Maddening tunic of the centaur,) as to kill the soul T 
Not so : fruit of disobedience, rot in dissolution, as thou must, — 
The seed is in the core, its germ is safe, and hfe is in that germ : 
Moreover, Marah shall he sweetened ; and a Good Physician 
Yet shall heal those gangrene wounds, the spotted plague of sui ; 
He, through worldly trials, and the separative cleansing of the grave, 
Shall change its corruptible to glory, and wash that garment white. 

SUll, is the whisper in thy heart, that oftonest the bed of death 

Seemeth but a sluggish ebb, of sinking soul and body ? 

Mind dwelling long-time sensual in the ch^nbors of the flesh. 

May slumber on in conscions sloth, and wilfully he dulled : 

But is it therefore nigh to dissolution, even as the body of this death t 

Ask the stricken conscience, gasping out its terrors ; 

Ask tie dying miser, loth to leave his gold ; 

Ask the widowed poor, confiding her fatherless to strangers ; 

Ask the martyr-maid, a broken reed so strong, 

That weak and tortured frame, with triumph on its brow !— 

O thou gainsayer, the finger of disease may seem to reach the soul, 

But it is a spiritual touch, sympathy with that which alleth : 

Pain or fear may dislocate and shatter this dei:cate machinery of nerves { 
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But madness proveth mind : the fault b In the en^'ine, not Uie impetus : 

Diasipafe the mists of matter, lo, the soul is clear : 

Timour's cage bowed it in the dust, but now it goeth fortli a freeman. 

Yet more, there is reason in moralities, that the soul mast live ; 

If God be king in heaven, or have care for earth, 

Can wickedness have triumphed with impunity, or virtue toiled unseen 1 

Sliall cruelty torture unavenged, and the innocent complain unheiinl I 

Is there no recompense for woe,— must tliere be no other world for 

justice, — 
No hope in setting suns of good, nor terror for the evil at its zenith 1 
How shall ye make answer unto this, a just God prospering iniquity. 
Wisdom encouraging tl>e foolish, and Goodness abet tmg the depraved ! 

Yet again ; mine erring brother, pardon this abundance of my speech. 

Yield me tliy candour and thy diarity, listening with a welcome : 

For, even now, a tliousand thoughts are trooping to my theme; 

O mighty theme, O feeble thoughts ! Alas, who is sufficient ? 

ludge not bo high a cause by these poor words alone, 

For lo, the advocate hath little skill : pardon, and pass on : 

CerUfy thyself with surer proofs ; fledge thine own mind for flight ; 

Think, and pray ; those better proofs shall follow on with holy aspiration. 

Yet, in my humbler grade to help thy weal and comfort, 

Thy weal for this and higher worids, and comfort in thy sickness, 

Suffer the multitude of Gincies, walking with me still in love ; 

But tread in fear, it is holy ground, — remember Immortality ! 

VYilt thou argue from infirmities, thine ahjoct oril state. 

As how should stricken wretched man tudBcd exist for ever : 

The brutal and besotted, the savage and the slave, the sucking intmt and 

the idiot. 
The mass of mean and common minds, and all to be immortal ? 
Consider every beginning, how small it is and feeble : 
Ganges, and tlie rolling Mississippi, sprung of brooks among tl.c moun- 

That yew-tree of a thousand years was once a little seed ; 

And Nero's marble Rome, a shepherd's mud-built hovel: 

A speck is on the tropic sky, and it groivetb to the terrible tornado j 

An apple, all too fair to see, destroyed a world of souls ■ 
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A tender bal>e is born, — it is Atela, scourge of the nations ! 
A seeming malefactor dietli,^ — it is Jesus, the Saviour of men ! 

And hive not in thy thoughts the vain and wordy notion, 

That nothing which was bom in time, can Ore out the footsteps of Infinity. 

Reclton up a sum in numbers ; where shall progression stop 3 

The starting-post is definite and fixed, bnt what is the goal of numeration ? 

So begin upon a moment, and when shall heing end ? 

Souls emanate from God, to travel with Mm equally for ever. 

Moreover, thou that objectest tlie unenterable circle of eternity, 

TItat none hut He from everlasting can endure, as lo a future everlasting. 

Consider, may it be impossible that creatures were counted in tlieir Maker, 

And so, that the confines of eternity are filled by God alone ? 

Trust not tliy soul upon a fancy : who would freiglit a bubble with a dia- 

And launch that priceless gem on the boiling rapids of a cataract 1 

If then we perish not at death, but walk in spirit through the darkness. 

Waiting for a mansion incorruptible, whereof tliis body is the seed. 

Tell me, when shall be tho period ? time and its ordeals are done ; 

The storms are passed, the night is at an end, behold the Sabbath morning. 

Is Death to be conriueror again, and claim once more the victory, — 

Can tlie enemy's corpse awaken into life, and bruise the Champion's liead? 

Evil, terrible ensample, that foil to tlie attributes of Good, 

Is banished to its own biack world, weeded out of earth and heaven ; 

Shall that great gulf be passed, and sin be sown again ? — 

We know but this, the book of truth proclaimeth gladly, Never ! 

There remaineth the will of our God: when he repenteth of his creature. 
Made by self-suggested mercy, ransomed by self-sacrificing justice, — 
Wlien Truth, that swore unto his neighbour, disappomteth him, and 

cleaveth to a lie, — 
When the counsels of Wisdom are confounded, and Love warreth with 

itself. 
When the Unchangeable is cliaiiged, and the arm of Omnipotence is 

broken, 
Then, — thy quoTichlcss soul shall have reached the goal of its existence. 

IS of tlie merciful and just, a false and fearful 
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To by such a burden upoo time, that eternity be tuilt on its foundation : 

Ab if so casual good or ili should colour all tlie future, 

And the vanity of accident, or Eternncss of necessity, save or wreck a soul. 

Were it casual, vain, or stern, this might pass for truth : 

But all things are marshalled by Design, and carefully tended by Bcnevo- 

man, thy Judge is righteous,— noting, remembering, and weighing ; 
Want, Ignorance, diversities of state, are cast into the balance of advantage : 
The poisonous example of a parent asketh for allowance m a child ; 
Care, diseases, toils, and frailties,— all things are considered. 
And agmn, a mysterious Omniscience knoweth the spirits that are liis. 
While the delicate tissues of Event are woven by the fingers of Ubiquity. 
Should Providence be taken by surprise from the possible impinging of an 

accident. 
One fortuitous grain might dislocate the banded univerpe : 
The merest seeming trifle is ordered as tbe morning light ; 
And he that rideth on the hurricane, U pilot of the bubble on the breaker. 

Once more, consider Matter,— how small a thing is father to the greatest : 

Thou that lightly hast regarded the results of so called accident. 

A blade of gmsB took fire in Hie sun,— and \he prairies are burnt to Iho 

A grain of sand may blind the eye, and madden tlie brain to murder : 
A careful fiy deposited its egg in Uie swelling bud of an acorn,— 
The sapling grew,— cankrous and gnarled,— it is yonder hollow oak : 
A child touched a spring, and the spring closed a valve, and the labouring 

en^ne burst, — 
A thousand lives wore in that ship,— wrecked by an infant's finger ! 
Shall nature preach in vain ?— thy casualty, guided in its orbit, ° 
Though less than a mote upon the simbeam, saileth in a fleet of worlds ; 
That trivial cause, watered and observed of the Husbandman day by day. 
In calm nndevialing strength dotli work its large effect. 
Tlius, ill the pettiness of life note thou seeds of grandeur. 
And watch the hour-glass of Tune with the eyes of an heir of Immortality. 

There slil! be clouds of witnesses,— if thou art not weary of my speech^ 
Flocks of tlioughfs ailding bistre to the light, and pointing on to Life. 
For refiect how Trutli and Goodness, well and wisely put, 
Commend tlicrasclves to every mind with wondrous intuition : 
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What is this? tlie recognition of a stand:ircl, unwritten, natural, uniform; 

Telling of one common source, the rojt of Good and True. 

And if thas present soul can trace descent from Daity, 

Ueing, as it stimdeth, individual, a separate reasonable thing, 

What should hinder that its hnpe may not trace gladly forward, 

And, in astounding parallel, Ulie Enoch, walk with God ? 

Yea, the genealogy of soul, that vivifying breath of a Creator, 

Breath, no transient air, but essence, energy, and reason, 

Ib looming on the past, and shadowing the future, sublimely as Mel- 

cliif ei^ek of o! J, 
Having not begimiing, nor end of days, hut present in the majesty of Peace ! 

O false scholar, credulous in vanities, and only skeptical of trath. 

Wherefore toil to cheat thy soul of its birthright, Immortality ? 

Is it for thy gnilt 1 He pardoneth : Is it for thy frailty ? Ho will help : 

Though thou fcarest. He is Lovo ; and Mercy shall be deeper than Despair ; 

Even for thy full-blown pride, is it much to be receiver of a God 1 

And lo, thy rights. He made thee ; tliy claims. He hath redeenierl. 

Hath the fair aspect of affecljon no beauty that thou shouldst desire it ? 

And are those sorrows nothing to thee that passost by ? 

For it is a liict, immutable, that God hath dwelt in Man ? 

With gentle, generous love ennobling while He bought us. 

What, though l3ion art false, ignorant, weak, and daring, — 

Can the sun be quenched in heaven — or only Beliaarius be bluid 7 

But, even stooping to thy folly, grant all these hopes are vain ; 
Stuiafy reason, wrestle against conwiencc, and witlier up the heart, 
Where is Ihy vast adi'autage 7 — I have all tliat thou hast, - 
The buoyancy of life as strong, and term of days no shorter ; 
My cup is full with gladness, — my griefs are not more galling : 
And thus, we walk togetiier, even to the gates of death : 
There, (if not also on my journey, blessing- every step. 
Gladdening with light, and quickenuigwilh love, and killing all my caressl 
There, — while thou art quailing, or sullenly expecting to be nothings- 
There, — is found my gain, — I triumph, where Ihon tremblost. 
Grant all my solace is a lie, yet it is a fountain of delight, 
A spice in every pleasure, and a balm for every pain : 
O precious wise delusion, scattering both misery and sui, — 
vile and sJly truth, dojiruving wliilo it curselh I 



Hosted by Google 



OF IMMORTALITY. 207 

Darklipg chill! of knowkilge, commune with Socrates and Cicero : 

They had no prejudice of birth, no doll parentil wiirpings ; 

See, those lustrous minds anticipate the dawning day,— 

Whilst thou, poor mole, art burrowing back to darkness from the li^t 

I will not oi^ a rovolation, mercies, miracles, and martyrs, 

But, after twice a thousand years, go leam thou of the pagan ; 

It were happier and wiser even among fools, to cling to the shadow of a 

Than, in the company of sages, to win the substance of despair: 

But hei-e, the sages hope -,— despair is with the fools, 

'J'he base bad hearts, the stolid heads, the Bonaual, and the selfish. 

And wilt thoD, sorry scomer, mock the phrase, despair ? 
Despair for those who die and live, — for ms, I live and die ; 

What have I to do with dread 7 my taper mnst go out ? 

I nurse no silly hopes, and therefore feel no fears : 

I am hastening to an End.— O (also and feeble answer : 

For hope is in thee s^l, and fear,— a racking deep anxiety 

Erring brother, listen ; and take thine answer from the ancienta ; 

Consider every end, that it is but the end of a beginning. 

All tilings work in circles ; wearmess iuduceth unto rest, 

Rest invigoratoth labour, and labour causeth weariness : 

War produceth peace, and peace is wanton unto war; 

Light dietb into darkness, and night dawncUi into day ; 

The rotting jungle reeds scatter fertility around ; 

Tlie butFalo's dead carcass hath quickened life in millions ; 

The end of toil is gain, the end of gain is pleasure. 

Pleasure tendeth onto waste, and waste eommandeth toil. 

So, is death an end, — but it breedetli an infinite beginning ; 

Limits are for time, and death killed time ; Eternity's beginning is for ever. 

Ambition, hath it any goal indeed ? is not all fruition, di.sappointment ? 

A step upon the ladder, and another, and another,— we start from every end: 

Look to the eras of mortality ; babe, student, man. 

The husband, the father, the deathhead of a saint,— and is it then an end 1 

That common climax, Death, shall it lead to nothing ? 

How strong a root of causes, flowering a consequence of vapour : 

That solid chain of facts, is it snapped for ever ? 

How stout a show of figures, weakly summing to noncnlity. 
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Or liaply, Death, in fte doublings of thy tliouglit, shall seem continuous 

ending : 
A dull eternal slumber, not an end abrupt. 

most futile clirysaliE, wherefore dost ihoa sleep ? 

Dreamless, unconecious, never to awake, — what object in such slumbei t 

If thou art still to hve, it may as well be wakefuUy as sleeping : 

How grovelling must that spirit be, to need eternal sleep ; 

Or was indeed tlie toil of hfe so heavy and so long, 

Tliat nevermore can rest refresh thine overburdened soul T 

Sleep is a recreance to body, but when was mind asleep ? 

Even in a swoon it droameth, though all be forgotten afterwards : 

The muscles seek relaxing, and the irritable nerves ask peace; 

But hfe is a constant force, spirit an uncjuietable impetus ; 

Tlie eye may wear out as a telescope, and the brain work slow as a ma- 

But aoul, unwearied, and for ever, is capable of effort unimpaired. 

1 Jive, move am conscious : what shall bar my being 1 
Where is the rude hand, to rend this tissue of existence 1 
Not thine, shadowy Death, what art thou but a phantom 7 
Not thine, foul Corruption, what art thou but a fear J 
For death is merely absent life, as darkness absent light ; 

Not even a suspension, for the life hath sailed away, steering gladly some- 
where. 
And corruption, closely noted, is but a dissolving of tlie parts. 
The parts remain, and nothing lost, to build a better wliole. 
Moreover, mind is unity, however versatile and rapid ; 
Thou canst not errtertain two cobcident ideas, although they quickly fol- 

And Unity hath no parts, bo that thero ia nothing (o dissolve ; 
And element is still unchanged in every searching solvent. 
Who then shall bid me be annulled, — lie that gave me being 7 
Amen, if God so will ; I know that will is love : 
But love hath promised life, and therefore I shall live ; 
So long as He is God, I shall be his Cteoture ! 

And here, shrewd reasoner, bo eager to prove that thou mu^ perish, 
I note a sneer upon thy lip, and ridicule is haply on thy tongue ; 
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The lion, and the gnat,— yea, the mushroom, and llic crystal,— have aU 

these a soul 7 
Thy fancies tend to prove too mach, and overslioot Ihe mark : 
If I die not with brutes, then brutes must live wilh me !— 
I dare not tell thee that they will, for the word is not in my commission : 
But of the twain it is the likeUer ; continuance is the diance ; 
Men, dying in their sins, are likened unto beasts that perish : 
They are dark, animal, insensate, but have they not a lurking soul ? 
U^e spirit of a man goeth upwanl, reasonable, apprehending God ; 
The spirit of a beaut goeth downward, sensual, doling on the creature : 
Who told thee they die at dissolution ? boldly thmlt it out,— 
The multitude of ffles, and the multitude of herbs, the world with all its be. 

ings: 
Is Infinity too narrow. Omnipotence too weak, and Love so anxious to des 

Doth Wisdom change ils plan, and a Maker cancel his created ? 
God's will may compass aU things, lo fashion and to nullify at pleasure ■ 
Yet are there many thotights of hope, that all which are shall live. 
True, there is no conscience in the brute, beyond some educated habit, 
They lay them down without a fear, and wake without a hope ■ 
Hunger and pain is of the animal ; but when did Uioy reckon or compare 7 
A hey live, idealoss, in instinct ; and while they breathe they gain ■ 
The master is an idol to his dog, who cannot rise beyond him ■ 

™Lf '^'^^'"'^ ^°^ *^' ^^"^ ^°''^'' "''<"" ^"""l '^"^^ for an in- 
Therefore, caviller, my poor thoughts dare not grant they live; 
But IS It not a great tiling to assume their annihilation— and thine own 7 
VVould It be much if a speck on space, this globe with all its millions, 
Venly, after its pollution, were suffered to exist in purify ' 
Or mach, if guiltless creatures, that were cruelly entreated upon earth, 
t ound some commensurate reward in lower joys hereafter ? 
Or much, if a Creator, prodigal of life, and filled with the profundity of 



Rejoice 



1 creatures of his skiU, and lead thom to perfection in tlieir 



O man, there are many marvels ; yet life is more a mysterv Oiau death : 
tor death may be some stagnant life,— hat life U present God ! 

Many are the lurking liolea of evil ; who shall search them out? 
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Who so skilled to cut away the cancer wilh its Jitirea 7 

For wily minds with sinuous case escape from lie to lie ; 

And cowards driven fnva the trench sleal back to liide again. 

Vain were the battle, if a warrior, having slain Iiis foes, 

Shall turn and find them vita! still, unharmed, yea unashamed : 

For Error, dark magician, daily cost ont killed, 

Quickenetli animate anew beneath the midnight moon : 

Once and again, once aad again, hath reason answered wisely ; 

But not the less with brazen front doth folly urge her questions. 

It were but unprofitable toil, a stand-up fight with unbelief: 

When was tliere candour in a caviUer, and who can satisfy the fMtWess J 

Too long, O truant from the fold, have I tracked thy devious paths : 

Too long, treacherous deserter, fought thee as a noble foeman : 

Haply, my small art, and an arm too weakly for its weapon, 

Hath failed to pierc* thine iron coat, and reach thy stricken soul : 

Haply, the fervour of my speech, and too paUont sifljng of Ihy fancies, 

Siiall tend to make thee prize them more, as worthier and wiser ; 

Go to : be mine the gain : we measure swords no more : 

Go, — and a word go with thee, — Man, thou juii Immorfa,! ! 

Child of light, and student in tJie truth, too long jiave I forgotten thee : 
Lo, after pariey ivilh an alien, let me hold sweet converse with a brother. 
Glorious hopes, and ineifable imaginings, crowd our holy theme. 
Fear halh been slaughtered on the portal, and Doubt driven back to 

darkness ; 
For Christ hatli died, and we in Him ; by faith His all Is ours,— 
Cross and crown, and love, and hfe ; and we shall reign in Ilim ! 
Yea, there is a fitness and a beauty in ascribing immortality to mind, 
That its energies and lofty aspirations may have scope for indefinite ex- 
pansion. 
To learn all things is privilege of reason, and that with a growing 

capability, 
But m this Dge of toil and time we scarce attdn to alpiiabels : 
How hardly in the midst of our hurry, and jostled by the cares of life. 
Shall a man turn and stop to consider mighty secrets ; 
With barely hours, and barely powers, to fiQ up daily duties. 
How small the gljjnpse of knowledge his wondering eyo can catch. 
And knowledge is a noting of the order wherein God's attrihutea ei-olro, 
Tlicrefore worthy of tlie creature, worthy of an angel's seeking ; 
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Yea, and human knowledge, meagre tliough the linrvesl, 

Hath its roots, both deep and strong ; but the plants are exotic to the climate ; 

All we seem to luiow demand a longer learning, 

Iflstoiy, and science, and prophecy, and art, are worlvings all of God: 

And t!iwe are galasdea of glcAes, millions of nniraagined beings, 

Other sense?, wondrous sounds, and HioughtB of thrilling fire, 

Powers of strange might, qiiicliening unknown elements" 

And attributes and energies of God. wliich man may never guess. 

Not in vain, O brother, haUi soul the spurs of enterprise. 

Nor aimlessly pantcth for adventure, waiting at the cave of mystery : 

Not in vain tlie cup of curiosity, sweet and richly spiced. 

Is niby to the sight, and ambrosia to t)ie taste, and redolent with all 

fraj-ance : 
Thou Shalt <. ink, and deeply, filling the mind with marvels ; 
Thou Shalt wauh no more, lingering, disappointed of thy hope : 
Thoa Shalt roam where road is none, a traveller untrammelled, 
■Speeding at a wish, emancipate, to where the stars are suns ! 

Count, count your hopes, heirs of immortality and love ; 

And hear my kindred faith, and turn again to bless mo. 

For lo, my trust is strong to dwell in many worlds, 

And cull of many brethren there, sweet knowledge ever new : 

I yearn for realms where fancy shaU be filled, and the ecstasies of freedom 

shall be felt. 
And the soul reign gloriously, risen U> its royal destinies : 
I look to recognize again, tlirougli the beautiful mask of tlicir perfection, 
The dear familiar faces I have somewhile loved on earth : 
I long to talk with grateful tongue of storms and perils pst, 
And prdse the mighty Pilot that hath steered us through the rapids : 
He shall be the focus of it all, the very heart of gladness,— 
My soul is atliirst for God, the God who dwelt in Man ! 
Prophet, priest, and king, tlie Eacrifice, the substitute, the Saviour, 
Rapture of lie blessed in the hunted one of earth, the paidoner in tin 

How many centuries of joy concontratfl in that Uieme ; 

How often a Metbuselali might count his tliousond years, and leave it 

unexhausted. 
And lo, the heavenly Jerusalem, ivitli all its gales one pearl. 
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That pear] of conntlesa price, the door by which we entered,—. 

Come, tcead the golden streets, and join that glorious throng. 

The happy ones of heayen and earth, ton thousand times ten thousand ; 

Hark, they sing Ihat song, — and cast theii crowns before Hun ; 

Their souls alight with Love,— Glory, and Praise, aud Inunortality ! 

Veil tliine eyes : no son of time may see that holy vision. 

And even Uie seraph at thy side hath covered his face with wings. 

Dolh he not speak parables ? — each one goelh on his way : 
Ye that hear, end I that counsel, go on our ways forgetful. 

For the terrihle realties whereto we tend, are hidden from our eyes, 

We know but heed them not, and walk as if the temporal were all things. 

Vanities bazzing on the ear, fill its drowsy chambers. 

Slow to dread those coming fears, the thunder and tlie trumpet ; 

Motes streaming on the sight, dim our purblind eyes, 

Dark to see the ponderous orh of nearing Immortality : 

Hemmed in by hostile foes, tlie triller is busied on an epigram; ('*) 

The dull ox, driven to slaughter, careth but for pasture by the way. 

Alas, that the precious things of truth, and the everlasting hills. 

The mighty hopes we spake of, and the consciousness we feel, 

Alas, Ihat all the future, and its adamantine facts, 

Clouded by the present with intoxicating fumes, — 

Should seem even to as, the great expectant heirs, 

To us, the responsible and free, fearfid sons of reason. 

Only as a lovely song, sweet sounds of solomn music, 

A pleasant voice, and nothing more,— dolli he not speak parables 1 

I.ook to thy aoul, O man, for none can bo surety for his hrntlier : 
Behold, for heaven— or fur hell,— tliou canst not escape from Tnimortalily ! 



OP IDEAS. 

U\csD is like o volatile essence, flitting hither and thither, 
A solitary senthiol of t!ic fortress body, to show himself every wliere by- 
Mind is indivisible and instant, with neither parts nor organs. 
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Tiiat it iloetii, it dotli quickly, but the whole mind doth it : 

An active, versatile agent, unliring in the principle of energy, 

Nor space, nor lime, nor rest, nor toil, can affect the tenant of tlie brain; 

His dwelling may verily be ohattered, raid tlio furniture thereof be dia 

arranged, 
But the particle of Deity in man alumheretli not, neither can be wearied . 
However swill lo change, even as the field of a kaleidoscope, 
It taketh in but ono idea at once, moulded for the moment to its likeness 
Mind is as the quicksilver, which, poured from vessel to vessel. 
Instantly seiieth on a shape, and as instantly again discardeth it ; 
For it is an apprehensive power, closing on the properties of Matter, 
Expanding to enwrap a world, collapsing lo prison up an atom : 
Aa, by night, thine irritable eyes may have seen strange changing figures. 
Now a wheel, now suddenly a point, a line, a curve, a zigzag, 
A maze ever altering, as the dance of gnats upon a sunbeam. 
Swift, intricate, neither to be prophesied, nor to be remembered in sue- 
So, the mind of a man, single, and perpetually moving, 
Flickering about from thought to thought, clianged with each idea. 
For the passing second metamorphosed to llie image of that within its Iten, 
And throwing its immediate perceptions into each cause of contemplation. 
It shall regard a tree ; and unconsciously, in separate renew, 
Embrace its colour, ^ape, and use, whde and individual conceptions ; 
It shall read or hear of crime, and cast itself into the commission ; 
It sliall note a generous deed, and glow for a moment as the doer ; 
it shall imagine pride or pleasure, treading on the edges of temptation ; 
Or heed of God and of his Christ, and grow transformed to glory. 

Wherefore, it is wise and well to guide the mind aright. 

That its aptness may be sensitive to good, and shrink with antipathy from 

For use will mould and mark it, or non-usage dull and blunt it ; — 

So to talk of spirit by anali^y with substance ; 

And anali^y is a truer guide, tlian many teachers tell of: 

Similitudes are scattered round, to help us, not to Imrt us ; 

Moses, in his every type, and the Greater than a Moses, in his parables. 

Preach in terms that all may learn, the pliilosopMc lessons of analogy j 

And here, ui a topic immaterial, the likeness of analogy is just ; 

]!y habits, kiiit the nerves of mind, and train the gladiator shrewdly : 
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For thoiiglit shall strengthen tliinking, and imagery speed imagiiimlw 
Until Uiy spiritual inmate shall have swelled to the giant of Otranto. 

Nevertheless, heed well, that this Atlilete, growing in thy brain, 

Be a wholesome Genius, not a curwd Afrite ; 

And see thou discipline his strength, and point his aim discreetly ; 

Feed him on humility and holy things, weaned from covetous desires ; 

Hour by hour, and day by day, ply him with ideas of excellence. 

Dragging forth the evil but to loathe, as a Spartan's drunken Helot : 

And win, by gradual allurements, the still expanding soul. 

To rise from a contemplated universe, even to the Hand that made it. 

A common mind perceiveth not heyond his eyes and ears : 

The palmgs of the park of sense entjiral tliis captured roebnck: 

And still, though fettered in the flesh, he doth not feel his chains, 

Externals are tlie world to him, and circumstance his atmosphere. 

Therefore, tangible pleasures are enough for the animal-man ; 

He is swift to speak and slAv to tliink, dreading his own dun conscience j 

And solitude is terrible, and exile worse than death. 

He caimot dwell apart, nor breathe at a distance from the crowd ; 

But minds of nobler stump, and chiefest the mint-marked of heaven, 

Walk independent by themselves, freely manumitted of externals : 

They carry viands with them, and need no refreshment by tiie way. 

Nor drink of other wells than their own inner fountain. 

Strange shall it seem how little such a man will lean upon tlie accidents 

ofhfe. 
He is winged, and needeth not a staff; if it break,— he shall not fall. 
And lightly perchance doth he remember flie stale trivialities around liim. 
He liveth in Ihe reahn of thought, beyond the world of tilings : 
These are but transient Matter, and himself enduring Spirit r 
And worldlinesB will laugh to scorn that subhmated wisdon-. 
His eyes may open on a prison-cell, but the hare walls glow with imagery; 
His ears may be filled wilh execration, but are listening to the music of 

sweet thoughts ; 
He may dwell in a hovel with a hero's heart, and canopy his penury witli 

For mind is a kingdom to llic man, who gathereth his pleasure from Ideas. 
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Adam gave the name, nhen the Lord had made liis creature, 

For Goi led them in review, to see wha.t man would call them : 

As they struck his senses, he proclaimed their sounds, 

A name for the dislinguisiiing of each, a numeral by whicli it sliould bo 

knoivn ; 
He specified the partrlJge by her cry, aod tlie forest prowler by hi; 

Tlie tree by its use, and the flower hy its beauty, and every tiling accord- 
ing to its truth. 

There is an arbitrary name, wherennto the idea, attachath ; 

And there is a reasonable name, linking its Stacks to idea : 

Yet shall these twain run in parallel courses. 

Neither sha'.t tlioa readily discern the habit from the nature. 

Fur mind is apt and quick to wed idea3 and names together, 

Nor stoppcth its perception to be curious of priorities ; 

And there is but little in the sound, as some have vainly fancied. 

The same tone in different tongues ehaU be suitable to opposite ideas ; 

Yea, take an ensample in thine own ; consider similar words : 

How various and contrary the thoughts lliose kindred names prodnce : 

A house shall seem a fitting word to call a roomy dwelling, 

Yet there is a like propriety in the small smootli sound, a mouse : 

Mountain, as if of a necessity, h a word both mighty anil nuijestic, — 

What heed ye then of fountain 1 — flowing silver in the son. 

Many a fair flower is burdened with preposterovis appellatives. 

Which the wiser simplicity of rustics entitled by its beauties : 

And often the conceit of science, loving to be thought cosmopolite, 

Shall mingle names of every dime, alika obscure to each. 

There is wisdom in calling a thing fitly ; name should note particulars 

Through a character obvious to all men, anil worthy of their instan- 

acceptation. 
Tiie harbalist had a simple cause for every word tipo i his catalogue. 
But now the month of Botany is filled with empty sovmd ; 
And many a peajsant hath an answer on his tongue, concerning some vexed 

flower, 
Siirewdof tlion the cenlipL'de phrace wherewithal pliilosopliera invest it. 
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For that, the foolishness of pride, and flatteriea of cringing homage. 
Strew with chaff the threshing-floors of science ; names perplex them all : 
The entomologist, who hath pried upon an insect, straightway shall endow 

it with his name ; 
It had many qualities and marks of note,— but in chief, a vain observer : 
The geographer shall journey to the pole, through hiting frost and de- 

solation, 
And, for some simple patron's salte, shall itame that land, the happy : 
The fossilist hath found a bone, the rib of some huge lizard, 
And forthwith standcth to it sponsor, to tuck himself on reptiie immor- 
talities : 
The sportsman, hunting at the Cape, found some strangc-liorned antelope, 
The spots are new, the fame is cheap, and so his name is added. 
Thus, obscurities encumber knowledge, even by the vanity of men. 
Who play into each other's hand the game of giving names. 

Various are the names of men, and drawn from different wells ; 
Aspects of body, or characters of mind, the creature's fu^st idea ; 
And some have sprung of trades, and some of dignities or office ; 
Other some added to a father's, and yet more growing from a place : 
Aaima] creation, with sciences and things,— their composites, and near 

associations, 
Contriboted their symbolings of old, wherewith to title men r 
And heraldry set upon its cresturo the figured attributes as ensigns 
By which, as by a name concrete, its bearer should be known. ° 

Egypt opened on the theme, dressing up her gods in qualities ; 
Horns of power, feathers of the swift, mitres of catholic dominion. 
The Boveroign asps, the chcle ovenasting, the crook and thong of justice, 
By many mystic shapes and sounds displayed the idol's name. 
Thereafter, high-plumed warriors, the chieftains of Etruria and Troy, 
And Xerxes, urging on his millions to the tomb of pride, Thermopyla:, 
And Hiero with his bounding ships all ilgured at the prow. 
And Rome's Prastorian standards, piled with strange devices, 
.\nd stout crusaders pressmg to the battle, loclted in shining steel,— 
'ITiese all in their speaking symbols, earned, or wore, a name. 
Kre, the mother of all Hving, and Abraham, f^er of a multitude, 
Jacob, the aupplanter, and David the beloved, and aU the worthies of old 
time, 
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Niah, who came for consolalion, and Benoni, son of sorrow, 

Kings and prophets, chUdren of tlie East, owned each Ms title of signifi- 



Tliere he names of high d£>?cont, and thorehy storied honours ; 

Names of fair renown, and therein characters of merit : 

But to lend the lowborn noble names, is to shed upon them ridicule and ovQ 

Yea, many weeds run rank in prida, if men have dubbed them cedar*. 

And to herald common mediocrity with the noisy notes of fame, 

Tpndeth to its deeper scorn; as if it were to call the mole a mamraolh. 

Yet shall ye find the trader's baba dignified with sounding KtJea, 

And little hath the father guessed the harm he did his child : 

For either may they breed him discoutenl, a peevish repining at his sla- 

Or point the finger of despite at the mule in the trappings of an elephant : 

And it is a kind of theft to filch appellations from the famous, 

A soiling of the shrinss of praise with folly's vulgar herd. 

Prudence hath often gone ashamed for the name they added K> his father'a, 

If nunds of mark and great achierements bore it well before ; 

For he wallieth as the jay in the fable, though not by bis own folly. 

Another's fault liath compassed his misfortune, making liim a martyr to 

Who would call the tench a whale, or style a torch, Orion ? 

Yet many a silly parent liath dealt likewise with his nursling. 

Give thy child a fit distinguishment, making him solo tenant of a name, 

For it were a sore hindrance to hold it in p/Dmmon with a hundred ; 

In the Babel of confused identities fame is little foapiblp. 

The felon shall detract from the phiknthropist, and the sage share hon- 

otiTS with tlie simple : 
Still, in thy title of distinguishment, fall not into arrogant asstimption. 
Steering from caprice and affectations ; and for all thou doest, have a tp* 

He that k ambitious for hia son, should give him nntricd names. 
For those that have serped other men, haply may injure hy tlioir evils ; 
Or otherwise may hinder by their glories ; thorefore set liim by himself, 
To win for )iis individual name some clear specific praiso. 
There were nine Homers, all goodly sons of song ; bnt wDOm U bo; 
record of the eight ? 

!0 
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One grew to fame, an Aaron's rod, and Ewallowec! up his brellircn r (*•) 
Who knoweth ? more dislinclly titled, those dead eiglit had lived ; 
But the censers were ranged in a circle, to mingle their sweets wltliout a 
difference. 

Art thoa named of a common crowd, and sensible of high aspirings 1 

It la hard for thee to rise, — yet strive : thou mays* be among them a 

Mussus. 
Art thou named of a family, ihe same in successive generations ? 
It is open to thee still to earn for epithets, such an one, tiie good or great. 
Art thou named foolishly ? show that tliou art wiser than thy fathers, 
Live to shame their vanity or bid by dntiful devotion to thy sphere. 
Art Ihou named discreetly ? it is well, the course is free ; 
No competitor shall claim thy colours, neither (is hia faults upon thee : 
Hasten to tho goal of fame between the posts of duty, 
And win a blessing from the world, that men may love thy name; 
Yea, that the unetion of its praise, in fragrance well deserving. 
May float adown the stream of time, like ambergris at sea ; 
So thy sons may tell their sons, and those may teach their children, 
He died in goodness, as bo lived ; — and left us his good name. 
And more than these ; there is a roll whereon thy name is written ; 
See that, on the Book of Doom, that name is fixed to light : 
Then, safe within a better home, where lime and its titles are not foum^ 
God will ^ve thee his new Name, and write it on thy heart : 
A Name, better tlian of sons, a Name dearer than of daughters, 
A Name of union, peac«, and pnuso, as numbered in thy God. 



OF THINGS. 

Abstaacted frwn all substance, and flying with tlie feathered flock of 

thonghta. 
The idea of a thing hath the nature of ila Soul, a separate seemmg es- 
sence : 
Intimately linked to the idea, suggesting many qualities. 
The name of a thing hath the nature of its Mind, an intellectual recorder: 
And the matter of a thing, concrete, is a Body to the perfect creature, 
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Compacted tliree in one, as all mings eise wiuim the Universe. 

N(«hing canst tliou add to tJiem, and nothing iaie away, for all have 

these proportions. 
The thought, tho word, the fonn, combinra^ in the Thing : 
All separate, yet harmonizing well, and mingled each witli other, 
One whole in several parts, yet each part spreading to a whole : 
The idea is a wliole, and the moar.jig plirase that spake idea, a whole. 
And the matter, as ye see it, is u whole ; the mystery of true tri-unity ; 
Yea, there is even a deepe; mystery,— which none, I wot, can fathom. 
Matter, different from properties whereby the aolid substance is descrihed. 
For, size and weigdc, cohesion and the like, live distinct from matter. 
Yet who can image matter, unendowed with size and weight 1 
As in thft spiritual, so in the material, man must rest with patience. 
Ana wait for oilier eyes wherewith U> read tho books of God. 

Men have talked learnedly of atoms, as if matter could be ever indivisible. 
They talk, but ill are skilled to teach, and darken truth fay iancies : 
An atom by our grosser sense was never yet conceived. 
And nothing can be thought so small, as not to be divided : 
For an atom runneth to infinity, and never shall be caught in space. 
And a molecule is no more indivisible than Saturn's belted orb. 
Things intangible, multiplied by mulUtiules, never will amass to substance, 
Neither can a thing wliich may be touched, bo made of impalpable pro- 
portions J 
The sum of indivisibles must needs be indivisible, as adding many notHnga, 
And the building up of atoms into matter is but a silly sophism ; 
Lucretius and keen Anaxunander, and many that have followed in tfaeir 

thoughts, 
(For error hatii a long bkck shadow, dimming light for ages,) 
In the foolishness of men without a God fancied to fashion Matter 
Of intangibles, and tiierefore uncoiiering, indivlsibloa and therefore SpiriL 

Things breed thoughts ; therefore at Thebes and Heliopolis, 
In hieroglyphic sculptures are the priestly secrets written ■ 
Tilings breed thoughts ; therefore was the Athens of Idolatry 
Set with carved images, frequent as the trees of Academus ; 
Things breed thoughts ( therefore the Brahmin and tlie Butman 
W5th mytbologic shapes adorn their coarse pantheon ; 
Things breed tlionghts ; tiierefore the statue and tlie picture. 
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Relics, rosaries, find miracles in act, qiiiclion tlie Papist in his worshipl 
Things IireeJ thoaglita ; Iberefore the lovers at their parting. 
Interchanged with tearful aniles the itcar reminding tokens; 
Things breed tlioughts ; therefore, when the chmsman met ilia foe, 
The blood-stained claymore in liis hand revived the memories of vengeance. 

Things teach with double force ; tlirough the anima eye, and Ihrougn 

the mind, 
And the eye catchoth in an instant, what the ear Ehali aot learn within an 

Thence is the potency of travel, the precions might of its advantages 

To compensate its dissiptive harm, its toil and cost and danger, 

Ulysses, wandering to many shores, hved in many ciiiss, 

j\iid thereby leatnt the minds of men, and stored his own more rictJy : 

Herodotus, the accurate and kindly, spake of that he saw, 

And reaped Ins knowledge on the spot, in fertile fields of Egypt ; 

Lycurgus culled from every chme the golden fruits of justice ; 

And Plato roamed tlirough foreign lands, to feed on truth in all. 

For travel, conversant with Things, bringelh them in contact with the mind } 

We breathe the wholesome atmosphere about ungarbled truth : 

Pictures of fact are painted on the eye, to decorate the house of intellect 

Rather than visions of fancy, fUIing all the chambers with a vapour. 

For, in ideas, the great mind will exaggerate, and the lesser extenuate truth ; 

But in Tilings tlie one is chastened, and the other quickened, to eqnality , 

And in Names, — tliongh a property be told, rather than an arbitrary 

accident, 
Slili shall the thought be vague or false, if none hatJi seen the Thing ; 
for in Things the property with accident standeth in a mass concrete, 
rheae cannot cheat the sense, nor elude tlie vi^lance of spirit, 
rravel is a ceaseless fount of surfiice education. 

But its wisdom will be simply superficial, if thou add not thoughts to things ; 
Yet, aided by the varnish of society, things may serve for thoughts. 
Till many dullards that have seen the world shall pass for scholars : 
Becaose one single glance will conquer all descriptions. 
Though graphic, these left some unsaid, though true, these tended to some 

And the most witless eye that saw, had a juster notion of its object 
Than tlie shrewdest mind that hoard and shaped its gathered thoughts ot 
Things. 
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(>JSFIDEKCE was bearer of the palm ; for it looked like conviction of desert: 
And wliere the strong is well assured, the weaker soon aflow it. 
Sliyesty and beauty are commingled, in moving with immutable decision, 
Ami well may charm the coward hearts that turn and hide for fear. 
Failli, firmness, confidence, coneiEtency,— these are well allied; 
Yea, let a man press on in aught, he shall not lack of honour : 
For Each an one seemeth as superior to the native instability of creatures : 
That he doeth, he doeth as a god, and men wiil marvel at his courage. 
Even in crimes a jiartja! praise cannot be denied to daring. 
And many feariess chiefs have won the friendship of a foe. 

Confidence is conqueror of men ; victorious both over tliom and in them ; 
The iron will of one stout heart shall make a thousand quui! : 
A feeble dwarf, dauntlessly resolved, will turn the tjde of battle. 
And rally to a nobler strife the giants that had fled : 
The tenderest child, unconscious of a fear, will shame the man to danger. 
And when lie daied it, danger died, and iiuth had vanquished fear. 
Boldness is akin io power : yea, because ignorance is weakness, 
Knowledge with unshrinking might will nerve tJie vigorous hand : 
Boldness halh a start Ihig strength ; the mouse may fright a hon, 
And oftentimes the homed herd is scored by some brave cur. 
Courage hath analogy with faith, for it standeth both in animal and moral; 
The true is mindful of a God, the false is stout in self: 
But true or false, the twain are faith ; and faitli worketh wonders : 
Never was a marvel done upon the earth, but it had sprung of faith : 
Nothing noble, generous, or great, but faith was tlie root of the achieve- 
Nothing comely, nothmg famous, but its praise is faith, 
Leonidas fought in human faith, as Joshua in divine : 
Xenophon trusted to his ski)!, and the sons of Mattathias to their cause: f") 
In faith Columbus found a path across those untried waters : 
Tlie heroines of Arc and Saragossa fought in earthly faith : 
TeO was strong, and Alfred great, and Lntlior wise, by faith ; 
Margaret by iaitli ivas valiant for her eon, and Wallace mighty for Ur 
people ; 
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Faith in Iiia reason made Socrates subllrae, as faith in liis science, Galileo; 
Ambassadors in faith are bold, and nnreproyed for imldness : 
Faitli arged Fabiiis to delays, and sent forth Hannibal to Canme ; 
Cssar at the Rubicon, Miltiades at Marathon : both were sped by failh. 
I set not all in eijual spheres : I number not the martyr with the patriot ; 
I class not the hero with bis horse, because the twain have courage : 
But only for ensample and instruction, that all things stand by faith ; 
Albeit faith of divers kinds, and varying in degrees. 
There is faith towards men, and there is faith towards God ; 
The latter is the goidj and the former is the brass ; but both are sturdy 

And the brass mingicd with the gold floweth into rich Corinthian ; 
A substance bright and hy.rd aiiii Itecn, to point Achilles' spear : 
So sh^lt thou stop the way against tlie foes that hem thee ; 
Trust in God, to strengthen man ; — be bold, for He doth help. 

Yet more : for confidence in man, even to the worst and meenest, 

Hath power to overcome his ill, by charitable good. 

Fling thine unreserving trust, even on the conscience of a culprit. 

Soon wilt thou shame him by thy faith, and he will melt and mend : 

The nest of thieves will harm thee not, if thou dost bear thee boldly : 

Boldly, yea and kindly, as relying on their honour ; 

For the hand so stout against agression, is quite disarmed by charity ; 

And tlrnt warm sun will thaw the heart case-hardened by long frost. 

Treat men gently, trust them strongly, if thou wish their weal ; 

Or cantioua doubts and bitter thoughts will tempt the best to foil thee ; 

Believe the well in sanguine hope, and thou shall reap the better ; 

But if thou deal with men so ill, thy dealings make Ihem worse. 

Despair not of some gleams of good still lingering in the darkest. 

And among veterans in crime, plead thou as with their children ; 

Bo a.'itonied at humanities, the bad heart long estranged, 

Shall even weep to feel himself so little wortli thy love ; 

In wholesome sorrow will he bless thee ; yea, and in that spirit may 

repent ; 
Tlius, wiit ihou gain a soul, in mercy given to thy faith. 

I.ook aside to lack of faith, tlie mass of ills it bringoth ; 

All tilings treacherous, base, and vile, dissolving the hrollierliood of men. 

Bonds break ; llie cement hath lu&t its liolJ, !uid each is E^jmrate from 
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That which should he neighhourly and good, is cankered into bitleniesa 

and evil. 
O thou serpent, fell Suspicion, coiling coldly round the heart, — ■ 
thou asp of subtle Jealousy, stinging hotly to the soul, — 
O distrust, reserve, and doubt, — what replile shapes are here, 
Poisoning tlie garden of a world with diKith among its flowers '. 
No need of many words, the tale is easy to be told: 
A point will touch the truth, a lino suggest (he picture. 
For if, in thine own homo, a cauljous man and captious, 
Thou liintest at suspicion of a servant, thou soon wilt make a fhief; 
Or if, too keen in care, thou dost evidently disbelieve tliy child, 
Thou hast injured the texture of his honour, and smoothed to liim tl»6 

way of lying : 
Or if thou ofeervest upon friends, as seeking thee selfishly for interest 
Thou hast hart iheir kindliness lo Ihee, and shall be paid with scorn : 
Or if, O sifly ones of marriage, your foul and foolish thoughts, 
Hashly misinterpreting in each the levity of innocence for sin. 
Shall pour upon the lap of home pdn where once was pleasure. 
And mix contcnUons in the cup, that mantled once with comforts. 
Bitterly and jnstly shall yo rue the punishment due to unhehef ; 
Ye trust not each the other, nor the mutaal vo\i's-of God ; 
Take heed, for the pit may now be near, a pit of your own dig^ng, — 
Faith abused tempteth nato crime, and doubt may make its monster. 

Man verily is vile, but more in capahllity than action ; 

His sinfulness is deep, but his transgressions may be few, even from the 

absence of temptation : 
He is hanging m a gulf midivay, but the air is breathable about him : 
Tlirust him not from that slight hold, to perish in the vapours underneath, 
For, God pleadeth with the deaf, as having ears to hear, 
Christ spealteth to the dead, as those that are capable of living ; 
And an evil teacher is that man, a tempter to much sin, 
Wlio looketh on his hearers with distrust, and hath no confidonco in 

brethren. 
AU may mend ; and sympathies are healing ; and reason hath its influence 

with the worst ; 
And in those worst is ample hope, if only tliou liavo charity, and faith. 

Somcwhil^s liai'C 1 watched a man exchnngin" the Eobriely of faitli, 
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Old lamps for new, — even for fanatical excitements. 

Ho gained surface, but lost solidity ; heat, in lieu of health ; 

And still with swelling words and thoughts he scorned his ancient coldness : 

But his strength was shorn as Samson's ; he walked he knew not whither ; 

Doubt was on bia daily path ; and duties showed not certain. 

Until, in an hour of enthusiasm, stung with secret fears. 

He pinned the safety of his soul on some false prophet's sleeve. 

And then, that snro word failed ; and with it failed his iaith ; 

It failed, and fell ; O deep and dreadful was his fall in faith. 

He could not stop, with reason's rein, his coursers on the slope. 

And so they dashed hiui down the cliff of hardened nnhelief. 

With overreaching grasp he had strained for vi^onary treasures. 

But a f.end had cheated his presumption, and hurled him to despair ; 

So he lay in his blood, the victim of a credulous false faitli. 

And many nights, and night-like days, he dwelt in outer darkness. 

But, within a while, his variable mind caught a new impression, 

A new unpresaion of the good old stamp, that sealed him when a child ; 

He was softened, and abjured liis infidelity ; he was wiser, and despised 

his credulity : 
And turned again to simple faith more simply than before. 
Experience had declared too well his mind was built of water. 
And so renouncing strength in self, ho fixed his faith in God, 

It ia not for me to stipulate for creeds ; Bible, Church, and Reason, 

These three shall lead the mind, if any can, to truth. 

But I must stipulate for faith ; both God and man demand it : 

Trust is great in either world, if any would be well. 

Verily, tlie skeptical propensity is an nniveriwJ foe ; 

Sneering Pyrrho never found, nor cared to find, a friend ; 

How could he trust another 7 and himself, whom would he not deceive 7 

His proper gains were all his aim, and interests clash with Idndness. 

So, the Bedouin goeth armed, an enemy to all. 

The spear is stuck beside his couch, the dagger Iiid beneath his pillow. 

For society, void of mutual trust, of credit, and of faith. 

Would fall asunder aa a waterspout, snapped from the cloud's attraction. 

Faith may rise into miracles of might, as some few wise have shown : 
Faith may sink into credulities of wealmess, as the mass of foola hava 
witnessed. 
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Therefore, in Uie first, saints and martyrs have fnlfilled their mission, 

Conquering iingers, courting deaths, and tiiiimphing in ail. 

Therefore, in tlie kst, the magician and the witch, victims of their own 

delusion, 
Have gained the bitter wages of impracticable sins. 
They Iwlieved in alle^ance with Satan ; they worked in that belief. 
And tliereby earned the loss and harm of guilt that might not be, 
For, faith hatji two hands ; with the one it addeth virtue to indifferents ; 
Yea, it Banctified a Judith and a Jael, for what otherwise were treachery 

and murder ; 
With tlie other liand it heapeth crime even on unpoasibles or simples, 
And many a wizard well deserved the faggot for his faith : 
He trusted in his intercourse with evil, he sacrificed heartily to fiends. 
He witliered up with curses to the limit of liis will, and was vile, because 

he thought himself a villain. 

A great mind ia ready to believe, for he hungereth to feed on facts. 

And the gnawing stomacii of his ignorance craveth unceasing to be filled ; 

A little mind is boastful and incredulous, for he fancieth all knowledge is 

So will he cavil at a truth ; how should it bo true, and he not know it 7 ■ 

There ia an easy scheme, to solve all riddles by the sensual, 

And thus, despising mysteries, to feel the more sufficient ; 

For it comfon«th the foul hard heart, to reject the pure unseen. 

And relieveth the dull soil head, to hinder one from gazing upon vacancy. 

True wisdom, labouring to expound, heareth others readily ; 

False wisdom, sturdy to deny, closelb up her mmd to argument. 

The sum of certainties is found so small, tlieir field so wide an umverse, 

That many things may truly be, which man hath not conceived : 

The characters revealed of G!od are a strong mind's sole assurance 

That any strangeness may not stand a sober theme for faith. 

Ignorance being light denied, this ought to show the stronger in its view, 

But ignorance is commonly a double negative, both of light and morals ; 

So, adding vanity to blindness, for ease it takelh refuge in a doubt. 

And aching soon with ceaseless doubt, it finisheth tlie strife by mlshe- 

Faith, by its very nature, shall embrace both credence and obedience' 
Yea, toe word for both is one, and i^aiinot be diviileii. (") 
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For, wotl: void of faith, wherein can it be counted for a duty ? 

And fiutli not seen in work, — whereby can tlie doctrine he discovered ? 

Faith in religion is an instrument ; a }iandle, and the hand to turn it ; 

Less a condition than a mean, and more an operation than a virtue. 

A moral sicliness, like to sin, must have a moral cure ; 

And faith alone can heal the mind, whose malady is sense. 

Ye are told of God's deep love ; Ihey that beheve will love him ; 

They that love him, will obey ; and obedience hatii its Messing. 

Ye are tauglit of tlie soul's great price : they that believe will prize it, 

And, prizing soul, will clierish well the hopes that make it happy. 

Effects spring from feehngs ; and feelings grow of faith : 

If a man conceive himself insulted, will not his nnger smite ! 

Thus, let a soul believe his state, his danger, destiny, redemption. 

Will he not feel eager to l>e safe, like hun that kept the prison at PhilippiT 

A mother had an only son, and sent him out to sea : 

She was a widow, and in penury ; and he must seek his fortunes. 

How often in the wintry nights, when waves and winds were howling, 

Her heart was torn witii sickening dread, and bled to see her boy. 

And on one sunny morn, when all around was comfort. 

News came that, weeks agono, the vessel had been wrecked ; 

Yea, wrecked, and he was dead ! they had seen him perish in his agony ; 

Oh then, what agony was like to hers, — for she believed the tale 1 

She was bowed and broken down with sorrow, and uncomforted in prayer ; 

Many nights she mourned, and pined, and had no hope but death. 

But on a day, while sorely she was weeping, a stranger broke upon her 

lonelmesB, — 
He had news to tell, that weather-beaten man, and must not be denied : 
And what were the wonder-working words that made this mourner joyous, 
That swept her heaviness away, and filled bar world with praise ? 
Her son was saved, — is alive, — is near ! — O did she stop to question? 
No, rushing in the force of faith, she met him at the door ! 



OP HONESTY. 

is not honesty ;-— tiius is it graven on the tomOf— 
)m but in piety ;— so the dead man preacheth : 
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For, in a simple village church, among tliose cliissic shades 

Which sylvan Evelyn loved lo rear, (his praise and my ilelighr,) 

TheHS, the words of truth, are writ upon liis sepuldire 

Who leomt much lore, and knew all trees from the cedar to the hyssop 

on the wall. 
A just conjunofion, godliness and lionesty, ministering to both worlds. 
Well wed, and ill to be divided, a pair that God hath joined together. 
I touch not now the vulgar liioiight, as of tricks and chcateries in trade ; 
I speak of honest purpose, character, Kpeech and action: 
For an honest man hath spccia] need of charity, and prudence, 
Of a deep and bumbling self-acqoaintaiice, and of blessed commerce with 

his God, 
So that the keennesses of trnth may be freed from asperities of censure. 
And the just but vacillating mind be not made Uie pendulum of arguments : 
For a false reason, shrewdly put, can often not be answered on the instant, 
And prudence looketh unto faith, content to wait Eolations : 
Yea, it looketh, yea, it ivaiteth, still holding honesty in leash, 
Lest, as a hot young honnd, it track not game, but vermin. 
Many a man of honest heart, but ignorant of self and God, 
Hath followed Uie marsh-fires of pestilence, esteeming fhem the lights of 

truth ; 
He heard a cause, which he had not skill to solve,— and so received it 

gladly. 
And that cause brought its consequence of harm lo an unstable soul. 
Prudence for a man's own sake, never should be separate from honesty 
And charity, for other's good and Ms, must still be joined therewith ; 
For the harshly chiding tongue lialh neither pleasuring nor profit. 
And the cold nnsympathizing heart never gained a good. 
Sin is a sore, and folly is a fever 5 touch them tenderly for heahng ; 
The bad chirurgoon's awkward kinte harmeth spite of honesty. 
Still, a rough diamond is better tlian the polished paste, — 
That courteous, flattering fool, who spake of vice as virtue : 
And honesty, even by itself, though making many adversaries. 
Whom prudence might have set aside, or charily have softened. 
Evermore will prosper at the last, and gain a man great honour 
By giving otliers many good^, to his own cost and liindranco. 

Freedom is father of the honoRt, and sturdy Independence is his brother : 
These tlircc, with heart and land, dn-cU togetlicr in unity. 
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The blunt yeoman, etout ancl true, will spoak unto princes unabashed : 

His mind is loyal, just and free, a crystal in its plain integrity ; 

What should make such an one ashamed ? where courtiers kneel, ho 

standee ; — 
I will indeed bow hofore the king, hut knees were knit for Goil, 
And many such Ihere be, of a high and noble conscience, 
[lonourable, generous, and kind, (hongli blessed with Dttle light : 
What shoidd he barter for his freedom 7 some petty gain of gold ? 
Free of speech, and free in act, magnates honour him for boldiieas : 
Long may lie flourish in his peace, and a stalwart race around him, 
Rooted in the soil like oalis, and Iiardy as the pine upon the mountains ! 

Yet, there be otiiers, that will truckle to a He, selling honesty for interest; 

And do they giun J — they gain but loss ; a little cash, with acorn. 

3Jehold, tlie sorrowful change wrought upon a fallen nature : 

He hath lost his own esteem, and other men's respect ; 

For the baoyancy of upright faith, he is clotlied in the heaviness of 

cringing ; 
For plain truth where none could err, he hath chosen tortuous paths ; 
In hen of iiis majesty of countenance — the timorous glances of servility : 
Instead of Freedom's honest pride, — the spirit of a slave. 

Nevertheless, there is somewhat to be pleaded, even for a necessary guile, 

Wliilst the world, and all that is therein, lioth deep in evil. 

Who can be allogether honest, — a champion never out of mail. 

Ready to break a lance for truth with every crowding error 1 

Who can be altogether honest,— dialing out the secrecies of life. 

And risking to be kisbed and loathed for each unkind disclosure ? 

Who can be altogether honost, — liring in perpetual contentions, 

And prying out the petty cheats that swell the Bocinl scheme ! 

For he must speak his instant mind, — a mind corrupt and sinful. 

Exhibiting to other men's disgust its undisguised deformities ; 

He must utter all the liatred of his heart, and add to it the venom of hia 

tongue; 
Shall he feel, and liide his feelings? that were the meanness of a h}'po 

Still, O man, such hypocrisy is better than this bold honesty to sin : 
KiJl thp feelmg, or conreal it ; let shame at least do tJie work of charity, 
charity, tjiou livcst iwt in warnings, meddling among men, 
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Rebuking every foolish word, and censuring small sins ; 
This is not thy secret,— rather wilt thon hide their multitude. 
And sUence tho condemning tongue, and wearisome exiiortation, 
But for thee, thy strength and zeal slune in encouragement to good. 
Lifting np the lantern of ensample, tlut wanderers may find the way : 
That lantern is not lit to gaze on all the hatefulness of evil, 
But set on high for life and light, the loveliness of good. 
The hard censorious mind sitteth as a keen anatomist, 
Tracking up the fibres in corruption, and prying on a fearful corpse : 
But the charitable soul is a young lover, enamonred little wisely, 
Tliat saw no fault in her he loved, and sought to see one less ; 
So, in his kind and genial light, she grew more worthy of his love ; 
Won to good by gentle suns, and not by frownmg tempest. 

Verily, infinn thyself,— he slow to chide a brother's imperfections : 

For many times the decent veil must hang on faults of uature, 

And Ihe rude bands, that rend it, offend against the modesty of right. 

While seeming zeal, and its effort to do good, is only feigned self-praise . 

Often will tlie meannesses of life, hidden away in corners, 

Prove wisdom ; and the generous is glad to leave them unregarded in the 

The follies none are found to praise, let them die onblamed : 
Thme honest strife will only tend to make some think them wise : 
And small conventional deceits, let them live uneensured : 
Or if thou war with pigmies, tliou shalt haply help the cranes. 
Where to be blind ivas safety, Ovid had been wise for winking ; ('*) 
And when a tell-tale might do harm, he sure it is prudent to be dumb : 
That which is just and fit is often found combating with honesty ; 
In the cause of good, be wise ; and In a case indifferent, keep silence. 

Let honesty's unblushmg face be shaded by the mantle of bumility, 

So shall it shine a lump of love, and not the torch of strife : 

Otherwise (he lantern of Diogenes, presumptuously thrust before t):e 

If it never find an honest man, shall often make an angered. 
Let honesty be companied by charity of heart, lest it walk unwelcome. 
Or llie mouthing censor of others and himself, soon shall suik to scorn. 
Let honesty he added unto innocence of life ; llien a man may only be ita 
martyr; 
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There is a cunning scheme, to pnt on surface bl 

And cover still deep water, with the clamorous ripples of a ahallow. 

for a man, to gain his selfish ends, will make a stalking-horse of honesty ; 

Anil hide his poaching hmbs behind, that he may cheat the quicker. 

Sach an one is loud and ostentatious, full of oaths for argument. 

Boastful of honour and sincerity, and not to be put down by facts : 

He is obstinate, and showoth it for firmness ; he is rude, displaying it for 

truth; 
And glorieth in doggedness of temper, as if it were uncompromising 

justice. 
Be aware of such a man ; his brawling covereth designs ; 
This spedous show of honesty Cometh as the herald of a thief : 
llis feint is made with awkward clashing on the buckler's boss, 
But meanwhile doth his secret skill ensure its fatal aim. 
Tliis is the hypocrite of honesty ; ye may know iiim by an overacted 

Taking pains !o turn and twist, where other men walk straight ; 

Or walking straight, he will not step aside to let another pass. 

But roaghly puslieth on, provoking oppoation on the way ; 

He is foil of disquietude for calmness, full of inlrigniitg for simplicity. 

Valorous with those who cannot fight, and humble to the brave ; 

Whore brotherly advice wore good, (his man rudely hlameth. 

And on some small occasion, flatteroth with coarse praise. 

The craven in a lion's skin hath conqner'd by hia character for courage ; 

Sheep's clothing helped the wolf, till he slew by hia character for kind 



For honnsty hath many gains, and well the wish have kiiown 

This will prosper to the end, and fill their house with gold. 

The phosphorus of cheatery will fade, and all its profit perisli. 

While honesty, with glowing light, endurelh as the moon. 

Yea, it would be wise in a world of thieves, where cheating were 

To dare the vice of honesty, if any would be rich. 

For that which by the laws of God is heightened into duly, 

Ever, in the practice of a man, will bs seen both polii^y and privilege. 
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Thank God, ye toilers for your bread, in that, daily labouring, 

He hath suffered the buhbles of self-iutereat to float upon the stream oi 

For honesty, of every kind, approved by God and man. 
Of wealth and better weal is found the richest cornucopia. 
Tempered by humhleneEs and charity, honesty of speech hath honour ; 
And mingled well with prudence, honesty of purpose hath its praise : 
Trust paveth homage unto truth, rewarding honesty of action : 
And all men kfve to loan on him, who never fai.ed nor fainted. 
Freedom gloweth in his eyes, and nobleness of nature at his heart, 
And Independence took a crown and fixed it on his head : 
So, he stood in his intregrity, just and fimi of purpose, 
Aiding many, fearing none, a spectacle to angels, and to men : 
Yea,— when tlie shattered globe shall rock in the tliroes of dissolution. 
Stilt, will he stand in his integrity, sublime — an honest man. 



OF SOCIETY. 

Better is the mass of men, Suspicion, than thy feara 

Kinder than thy thoughts, O chilling heart of Prudence, 

Purer than thy judgments, asceric tongue of censure. 

In all tilings worthier to love, if not also wiser to esteem. 

Yea, let the moralist condemn, there be large extenuations of his verdict, 

X*t the misanthrope shun men and abjure, the most are rather loveable 

than hateful. 
How many pleasant faces shed their hght on every side 1 
How many angels unawares have crossed thy casual way ! 
How often, in thy joumeyings, hast thou made thee instant friends, 
Found, to be loved a little while, and lost, to meet no more ; 
Friends of happy reminiscence, although so transient in their converse, 
Liberal, cheerful, and sincere, a crowd of kindly traits. 
I have sped by land and sea, and mingled with much people, 
But never yet could find the spot unsunned by human kindness : 
Some more and some less,— but, truly, all can claim a httle ; 
And a man may tiavel through the woriii, and B£w it thick with friend- 
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There be iudeed, to say it in all sorrow, bad apostate soula, 

Deserted of their ministering angels, and given up to liberty of sin, 

And other some, tlie miserly and mean, whose eyes are Iseen and greedy. 

With stony hearts, and iron fista, to filch, and scrape, and clutch, — ■ 

And others yet again, the coarse in mind, selfisli, sensual, brutish, 

Seeming as incapable of softer thoughts, and dead to better deeds ; 

Such, no lover of the good, no follower of the generous and gentle. 

Can nearer grow to love, than may consist with pity. 

Few verily are these among the mass, and cast in fouler moulds. 

Few and poor in friends, and well-deserving of their poverty : 

Yet, or ever thon hast harshly judged, and linked their presence to disgust, 

Consider well the thousand things that made them all tiiey are. 

Thou hast not thought apon the causes, ranged in consecutJva necessity, 

Which tended long to these effects, with sure constraining power. 

For each of those unlovely ones, if thou couldst hear his story, 

llalh much to urge of just excose, at least as men count justice : 

Foolish education, thwarted opportunities, natural propensities un- 

cliecked, — 
Thus were they discouraged from all good, and pampered in their evil ; 
And if thou wilt apprehend them well, tenderly looking on temptations, 
Bearing the base indulgently, and liberally dealing with the froward, 
Thou shalt discern a few fair fruits even upon trees so withered, 
Thou shalt understand how some may praise, and some bo found to lovo 

Nevertheless for these, my counsel is. Avoid them if thou canst ; 

For the finer edges of thy virtues will be dulled by attrition with theit 

And there is an enemy within thee ; either to palliate their sin, 

Until, for surface sweetness, thou too art drawn adown the vortex ; 

Or, even unto fatal pride, to glorify thy purity by contrast, 

Until the publican and the harlot stand nearer heaven than the Pharisee ; 

Or daily strife against their ill, in subtleness may irritate thy soul. 

And in that struggle thou shalt fail, even through iniirmity of goodness ; 

Or, callous by continuance of injuries, thou wilt cease to pardon. 

Cease to feel, and cease to care, a cold case-hardened man. 

Beware of their example, — and thine own ; beware the hazards of thd 

battle; 
But chiefly be thou ware of Jliis, an unforgiving spli'il. 
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Many are the dangers and lemptaliona compassing a bad man's presence : 
The upas hath a poisonous shade, and who would sluml>er there T 
Wherefore, avoid them if thou canst ; only, under providence and duty. 
If tJiy lot he oast with Kedar, patiently and silently Uvo to their rebuke. 

How beautiful thyieet, and full of grace thy coming, 

O better, kind companion, that art well for either world ! 

There is an atmosphere of happiness 'floating round that man. 

Love is throned upon his heart, and light is found within his dwelling, 

His eyes are rayed with peacefulncss, and wisdom waitelh on his tongae ; 

Seek him out, cherish him well, walking in the halo of hia influence ; 

For he shail be fragrance to thy soul, as a garden of sweet lilies. 

Hedged and apart from the outer world, an iiiland of the blest among the seas. 

There is an outer world, and there is an inner centre ; 

And many varying rings concentric round the self: 

For, first, aliout a man, — after his communion with heaven, — 

Is found the helpmate even as himself, the wife of his vows and his aSbc- 

See then that ye love in Guth, scorning petty jealousies, 

For Satan spoileth too much love, by souring it with doubts ; 

See tliat intimacy die not to indifference, nor anxiety sink 

And tend ye well the mutual minds bound in a copartnership for life. 



Next of those concentric circles, radiating widely in circumference, 

Wheel in wheel, and world in worid, — come the band of children : 

A tender nest of soft young hearts, each to be separately studied, 

A curious eager flock of minds, to be severally tamed and tutored. 

And a man, bloEjt with these, hath made his own society. 

He is independent of the world, hanging on his friends more loosely ; 

For the little faces round his hearth are friends enow for him. 

If he seek others, it is for the sake of these, and less for his own pleasure. 

What companionship so sweet, yea, who can teach so well 

As these pure budding intellects, and bright unsullied hearts ? 

What voice so musical as theirs, what visions of elegance so comely. 

What thoughts and hopes and holy prayers, can others cause like tlieseT 

If ye count society for pastime, — what happier recreation than a nursling. 

Its winning ways, its prattling tongue, its innocence and mirth ? 

If ye count society for good, — how fair a field is here. 

To guide these souls to God, and multiply thyself for heaven! 
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And tliis sweet soda] commerce with thy children, groweth as theii 

growtli, 
(Jnleas thou fail of duty, or have weaned them hy thine ahsence. 
Keep them near thee, rear tliem well, guide, correct, instract them : 
And l>e the playmate of their games, the judge in (heir complaininga. 
So shall the maiden and the youth love thee as their sympathiaing friend, 
And bring their joys to share with Ihee, their sorrows for consolmg ; 
Yea, their inmost hopes shall yearn to thee for counsel, 
ITiey will not hide their very loves if thou hast won their bust ; 
But, even as man and woman, shall they gladly seek their fatlier, 
Feelmg yet as children feel, thongh void of fear in honour : 
And thon shalt be a Nestor in the camp, the just and good old man. 
Hearty still, though fall of years, and held the friend of all ; 
No secret shall be kept from thee ; for if ili, thy wisdom may repair it ; 
If well, thy praise is precious ; and they would not miss that prize, 
O the blessing of a home, where old and young mix kindly, 
The yoirag unawed, the old unchilled, in unreserved communion [ 

that refuge from the world, when a stricken son or daoghter 
May seek, with confidence of love, a Rifher's hearth and heart ! 

Sure of a welcome, though others cast them out ; of kindness, though 

And finding there the last to blame, the earliest to commend. 
Come unto me, my son, if sin shall have tempted tliee astray, 

1 will not chide thee like the rest, but help thee to return ; 
Come unto me, my son, if men rebuke and mock thee. 
There always shall be one to bless, — for I am on !hy side ! 

Alas, — and bitter is their loss, the parents and the children, 

W]io, loving up and down the world, have missed each other's friendsnip. 

Haply, it had grown of careless life, for years go swiflly by ; 

Or sprang of too much carefuhiess, that drank up all the streams : 

Haply, sullen disappointment came and quenched the fire ; 

Haply, sternness or misrule, crushed or warped the feelings. 

Then, ill-combined in tempers, they learnt not each the other ; 

The growing child grew out of love, and drew the breath of fear ; 

The youth ill-trained renounced his fears, and made a league with cuft- 

ning; 
And so those hardened men were foes, that should have been chief friends. 
Where was the cause, tlie mutual caime ! O hunt it out to kill it : 
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And what the cure, lie simple cure ?— A rautnal flash of lovo. 

For dull eelTangemont's daily air froze up those sympalhies 

By cold continuance in apathy, or cutting winds of censuie ; 

It was a Blow process, which any fleeting hour could have meltedj 

But every hour duly come and passed without the sun. 

Caution, care, and dry dislrust, obscured each other's mind, 

nil both those gardens rich to yield, were rank with many weeds ■ 

1.nd doubt, a hidden worm, gnawed at the root of their Society, 

Ihey bcked of mutual confidence, and lived in mutual dread. 

Judge me, many fathers ; and hearken to my counsel, many sons ; 

I come with good in either hand, to reconcile contentions : 

For better friends can no man have, (J.an those whom God hath given. 

And he that hath despised the gift, thouglit ill of that he knew not. 

Be ye wiser,— (I speak unto the sons)— and win pateniHl friendships. 

Cultivate their kindness, seek them out with honour, and be the screeninff 
Japhelh to their foihngs : 

And be ye wiser,— (I speak unto the fathers,)- gain those filial comrades, 

i.hensh their reasonable converse, and look not with coldness on your 
children. 

For the friendship of a chUd is the brightest gan set upon (lie circlet of 
Society, 

A jewel worth a vrorld of pains,— a jewel seldom seen. 

The third cycle on the waters, anoll.er of those rings upon the onyx, 

4 further definite broad zone, holdeth kith and kin ; 

A motley band of many tribes, and under various banners ; 

The intimate and strangers, the known and loved, or only seen for loath- 

ing: 
fiome, dear for .their deserts, shall honour and have honour of relation- 

Some, despising duties, will add to it both burden and disgrace. 

A man's nearest kin are oftentimes far otter than his dearest. 

Yet in the season of affliction those will liaste to help Jiim. 

Tor, note thou this, the providence of God hath bound up families lo- 

To mutual aid and patient trial ; yea, those ties are strong 

^"^^ ^ *"'^' '^^'^^' '" *^ ''"^"''' ^"^ "^^""^ ^ ^ '™"^'' ^ *y 

For these are God's appointed way, and those the choice of man. 
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There is lower warmlh in the kin, but smaller truth in friends. 
The latter show more sarface, End the first have mjre of depth. 
Relations rally to the rescue, even in estrangement and neglect. 
Where friends will have fled at thy defeat, even ailer promises and kind. 

For friends come and go, the whim fhat bound may loose them, 
But none can dissever a roklionship, and Fate hath tied the knot 

Wide, and edged with f hadowy bounds, a distant boulevard to the city, 

The common crowd of social life is buaalmg round about ; 

That is as the ouler court, with all defences levelled. 

Ranged around a man's own fortress, and his lather's house. 

For many friends go in and out, and praise thee, finding pasture, 

And some are honey-comb to-day, who tarn to gall to-morrow : 

And many a garruloos acquaintance with frequent visit 

Will spend his leisure to % cost, selling dullness dearly : 

For the idle call is a heavy tax, where time is counted gold. 

And even in the day of relaxation, haply he may spare his presence,— 

He found himself alone, and came to talk,— till they that hejtr are tired ; 

Let the man bethink him of an errand, that his face be not unwelcome. 

But many friends there be, boUi well and wisely greeted, 

Gladly are they hailed upon the hills, and are chidden that tJiey come so 

seldom. 
Of such are the early recollections, schoolfi'iendships that have thriven to 

gray hairs, 
And veteran men are young once more, and talk of boyish pranks ; 
And such, yet older on the list, are those who loved thy fafher, 
Tliy father's friend, and thine, who tendercth thee tried love : 
Such also, many gentle hearts, whom thou hast known too lately. 
Hastening now to learn their worth, and chary of those minutes ; 
And such tby faitliful pastor, coming to thy home with peace,— 
Greet the good man heartily^— and bid thy children bless him ! 

Many tiioughts, many thoughts,— who can catch them all ? 

Tlie best are ever awittest-winged, the duller lag behind ; 

For behold, in these vast themes, my mind is as a forest of the West, 

And flocking pigeons come in clouds, and bend the groaning branches ; 

Here for a rc=t, iJ.en off and away,— they have sped to other climes, 
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And leave me to my peace once more, a holiday ftom thoughts. 
I dare not lure them back, for tJie mighty subject of Society 
Would tempt to many a hackneyed note in many a weary key ; 
Sage warmings, stout advice, experiences ever to be learned. 

The foolish floatinees of vanity, and solemn Immperiee of pride, 

Economy, the poor man's mmt,— extravagance, the rich man's pitfall, 
Harmful copmgs with the better, and empty-headed apings of tlie wors< 
Circtunstanoe and custom, sympathies, antipathies, diverse Wnds of c. 



IS of gayoty, the strife and bustle of the world, 
Home comforts, the miseries of style, the coWeb lines of etiquette. 
The hollowness of courtesies, and substance of deceits,— idleness, business, 

and pastime, — 
The multitude of matters to be done, the when, and where, and how, 
And varying shades of characters, to do, undo, or miss Ihem,— 
All these, and many more alike, thick converging fancies, 
FUt m throngs about my theme, as honey-bees at even to their hive. 
Find an end, or make one ; these seeds are dragon's teeth : 
Sown thoughts grow to things, and ffll that field, the world ; 
Many wise have gone before, and used the sickle well : 
Who can find a comer now, where none have bound the sheaves 1 
So, other some may reap : I do but glean and gather: 
My sorry handful hutJi been culled after the ripe harvest of Society. 



OF SOLITUDE. 

Who hath known his brother,— or found him m his freedom unrestromed T 
Even ho whose hidden glance hath watched his deepest Solitude. 
For we walk the world in domino, putting on characters and habits. 
And wear a social Janus-mask, while others stand around ; 
I speak not of the hypocrite, nor dream of meant deceptions. 
But of that quick unconscious change, whereof the best know most. 
For mind hath its influence on mmd ; and no man is free but when alone j 
Yea, let a dog be wUching thee, its eye will tend to thy restraint 
Self-possession cainiot be so perfect, with another intellect beside tbeej 
It is not as a natural result, but rather the educated produce. 
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The presence of a second spirit must control tlilna own, 

And throw ft oiF its equipoise of peace, to balance by an effort 

The common minds of common men know of this but little ; 

What then 1 they luiow nothing of themselves : I speak to those who know ; 

The oonscionsnesa that some are hearing, cometh aa a care, 

The sense that some are watching near, bindeth ttee to caution ; 

And the tree of tender nerves shrinketh ns a touched mimosa, 

Drooping like a plant in drought, with half its strength decayed. 

There are antipathies warning from the many, and sympathies drawing to 

the some. 
But merchant-minds have crushed the first, and cannot feel the lattet : 
Whereas to the quickened apprehension of a keen and spiritual intellect, 
Antipathies are galling, and sympathies oppress, and solitude is quiet. 

He that dwelleth mainly by himself, heedeth most of others. 

But they that live in crowds, think chiefly of themselves. 

There is indeed a selfish seeming, where the anchorite hveth alone, 

But probe his thoughts, — they travel far, dreaming for ever of the world ; 

And there is an apparent generosity when a man mixeth freely with Mb 

fellows. 
But prove his mind, by day and night, his thoughts are oU of self; 
The worid, inciting hhn to pleasures, or relentlessly provoking hhn to toil, 
Is full of anxious rivals, each with a, difference of interest ; 
So mnst he plan and practice for hhnself, even as his own best fiiend ; 
And the gay soul of dissipation never bad a thought unselfish. 
The hermit standeth out of strife, abiding m a contemplative calmness ; 
What shall he contemp&te, — hhnself 7 a meagre theme for musing: 
He hath ca^t off follies, and kept aloof from cares ; a man of simple wanta, 
God and the soul, these are bis excuse, a just excuse, for solitude: 
But he carried with Jihn to his cell the half-dead feelings of humanity ; 
There were they rested and refreshed ; and he yearned once more on men. 

Where is the wise, or the learned, or the good, that sought not solitude 

for thinking. 
And from seclusion's secret vale brought fortli his precious fruits ? — 
Forests of Aricia, your deep shade mellowed Numa's wisdom ; 
Peaceful gardens of Vauoluse, ye nourished Petrarch's love ; 
Solitude made a Cincmnatus, ripening the hero and the patriot. 
And taught De Stael self-knowledge, even in tlie diunp BasUIe ; (") 
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It fostered the piety of Jerome, matured the labours of AugTistine, 

And gave imperial Charles religion for ambition : 

That which Scipio pr^used, that which Alfred practised, 

Which fired Deraostiienes to eloquence, and fed the mind of Milton, 

Wiiich quickened zeal, nurtured genlue, found out the secret things ol 

Helped repentance, shamed folly, and comforted the good with peace. 
By all men just and wise, by all things pure and perfect. 
How truJy, Solitude, art thou the fostering nurse of greatness ! 

Enough ;— the theme is vast ; sear me these nocks of Hydra : 
What shall drive away the thoughts flocking to this carcass 7 
Yea,— that all which man may think, hath long been said of Solitude 
For many wise Iiave proved and preached its evils and its good. 
I cannot add.—I will not steal ; enough, for all is spoken : 
Yet hoed thou these for practice and discernment among men. 

There are pompous talkers, solemn, oracular, and dull : 

Track them from society to solitude ; and there ye find them fools. 

There are light-hearted jesters, taking up with company for pastime; 

How speed they when alone ? — serious, wise, and thoughtful. 

And wherefore 7 both are actors, saving when in solitude. 

There they live their truest life, and all things show sincere : 

But the fool, by pomposity of speech, striveth to he counted wise. 

And the wise, for holiday and pleasance, playeth with tho fool's beat banble ; 

The Eolenin seomer, as a rule, will be found more ignorant and shallow 

Than those who kugh both loud and long, content to hide their knowledge. 

For thee ; seek thou Solitude, but neither in excess, nor morosely ; 

Seek her for her precious things, and n(A of thine own pride. 

For there, separate from a crowd, the still small voice will tnlk with tiiee. 

Truth's whisper, heard and echoed by responding conscience ; 

There, shalt thou gather up the ravelled skeins of feeling. 

And mend the nets of usefulness, and rest awhile for duties ; 

There, shalt thou hive thy lore, and oat the fruits of study, 

For Solitude delightoth well lo feed on many thoughts ; 

There, as thou sittest peaceful, communing with fancy, 

The precious poetry of life shall ^Id its l(^on cares ; 

There, as thou walkest by tho sea, boneaOi the gentle stars, 
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Mamy kindling eeeds of good will Bproiit within thy soul ; 

Tbou Bhalt weep in Solitude,— thou shall pray in Solitude, 

Thou shall Mng for joy of heart, and praise tlie grace of SoEtude. 

Pass on, pass on !— for this is the palli of Wisdom : 

Grod make thee prosper on the way ; I leave thee well with Solitude. 



THE END. 

Every heginning is shrouded in a mist, those vague ideas heyond, 

And the traveller setteth on his journey, oppressed with many thoughts. 

Balancing his hopes and fears, and looking for some order in the chaos. 

Some secret path between the cliffii, that seem to bar his way ; 

So, he commencoth at a clue, unravelling its tangled skein, 

And boldly speodeth on to thread the labyrinth before him. 

Then as he gropeth in the darkness, light is attendant on his steps, 

lie walketh straight in fervent faith, and dilEculties vanish at his presence J 

The very flashing of his sword acaltereth those shadowy foes ; 

Confident and sanguine of success, he go?tli forth conquering and to con- 

Every middle is burdened with a weariness, — to have to go aa faragajn^— 

And Dihgence is sick at heart, and Enterprise foot-sore : 

That winch began in zeal, bursting as a fresh-dug spring, 

Goeth on doggedly in toil, and hath no help of nature : 

Then, is need of moral might, to wrestle with the animal reaction. 

Still to fight, with few men left, and still, though faint, pursuing. 

The middle is a marshy flat, whereon (he wheels go heavily. 

With clouds of doubt above, and ruts of discouragement below ; 

Press on, sturdy traveller, yet a league, and yet a league L 

Wliile every step is binding wings on thy victorious feet. 

Every end is happiness, the glorious consummation of design. 
The perils past, the fears annulled, the journey at its close : 
And the traveller restetli in complacency, liome-retumcd at last : 
Work done may claim its wages, the goal gained liatU won its prize. 
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While the labour lasted, while the race was running, 
Many times the sinews ached, and half refused the struggle ■ 
But now, ah I, quietness, a ploaemt hour given to topae ■ ' 
Cahnness « the retrospect of gorf, and cdnnreu In the pn,pect of a hle» 
Hope was glad m the begmning, and f«tr was sad midway 
But sweet fruition cometh In the end, a harvest safe and sere 
lha. which 1. c« never net have hoen : facts are solid .. the pyramids : 
4 Ihng done ,s wtitlen in the reek, y.., with a pea of i,»n 
Oncertatnty no mere c.n scare, the proof is seen ceapiete, ' 
Ker .cctdent tender unaccomplished, for the deed is ii,ish«i. 

And wdl ye judge me, men of Mud !_iudg. In ki.dly cahnness ; 
For hit,, word, of hast, or hate ,^„ „,ten hoen repeated. 
Beep dnimmg upon surface re.r,:^-, „m,g.ry crowded ever .,™n,.nt ■ 
Sc« ™"r; 'f,""'!"** ""'•"^-^ .hi.wi.neii5^^°.'i 

A J uTi ' ■w«llew's rtng skimmed those deeper watera 

And w,lt thou say with shrewdness,-!!, h.th bu„ished up^^ths 

But where he seemrf to fashion new, the novelty was false ? ' 

Alas, f ,„ a,se ^ Jays, our elders reaped the harvest, 

Alas, r„, .11 „en m all times, who glean so many tares i 

Th. wh,eh .= true, how should it be new I for tim.e is old in y.ars ■ 

TMt whrch u, new. hew should it be true ! fer I .«, young inS». 

Ofhtgh^d deep, and fbneus things, of Evil, or of Oeed. (•■) ' 

1 have „kU, Errors near akin ,. Tr.th, and whdeso.L Led with 

Of subtle Dses in the humblest, and the deep-laid plots of Pride ■ 

""TcXSg:;— "■'«°-"'-— '-=*• -. 

"^■'^AmSom™' °' ■" '"""•"■ '" '""' "»• '■«' "• '•"•» " 
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1 have shown thee thy capUvity to Law ; yet bade thee hide Humilities j 
I have lifted tiie cuvtdiis of Memory ; and smoothed the soft pillow of 

Rest. 
Experience had his sober honr ; and Character its keen appreciation ; 
And holy Anger stood sublime, where Hatred fell condoranei 
Prayer spake the mind of God, even in his own good words ; 
And Zeal, with kindness warmly mixt, allied him to Discretion. 
I taught thee that nothing is a Trifle, even to the laugh of Recreation : 
lied thee with the Train of Religion, to be dazzled at the name of the 

Thonght confessed his unseen fears ; and Speech declared his trinmphs ; 
I sang the blessedness of hooks ; and commended the prudence of a letter ; 
Riches found their room, either unto honour — or despising ; 
Inventions took their lower place, for all things come of God. 
I scorned Ridicule ; nor would humble me for Praise ; for I had gained 

Self-knowledge ; 
And pleaded fervently for Brutes, who suflfer for man's sin. 
Then, I rose to Friendship ; and bathed in all the tenderness of Love ; 
Knew the purity of Marriage : and blessed the flice of Children. 
And whereas by petulance or pride, I had haply said some evil, 
Mine after-thought was Tolerance, to bear the faults of all : 
Many faults, ill to hear, bred the theme of Sorrow ; 
Many virtues, dear to see, induced the gush of Joy. 

Thus, for a while, as lea™g thee in joy, was I loth to break that spell ; 
I roamed to other tilings and thoughts, and fashioned other books. 
Bnt in a season of reflection, after many days, 
A thought stood before me in its garment of the past,— and lo, a legion 

They came in tlironging hands, — I could not light nor fly them, — 
And BO they took me to their tent, the prisoner of thoughts. 

Then, I bade thee greet me well, and heed my cheerful counsels ; 
For every day we liave a Friend, who changelh not with time. 
Gladly did 1 speak of my commission, for I felt it gmvca on my heart, 
And could not hold my wiser peace, but magnified mine office. 
Mystery had left her echoes in my mind, and I discoursed her secret : 
And (hence I turned aside to Man, and judged him for his Gifts, 
Beauty, noble thesis, had a world of sweets to sing of, 
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And dated all her prajse from God, the birthday of tlie soul. 

Thence grew Fame ; juid Flattery canie Uke Agag ; 

But tliis was as ihe nauseous dregs of that inspiring cup : 

Fortli from Flattery sprang In opposition harsli and (lull Neglect : 

And kind Contentment's gentle fac« to smile away the sadness. 

Life, all buoyancy and light, and Death, tliat sullen silence. 

Sped the soul to Immortality, the final home of man. 

Then, in metaphysical review, passed a triple troop. 

Swift Ideas, sounding Names, and heavily armed Things ; 

Faith spake of her achievements even among men her bretiiren ; 

And Honesty, wilh open moulh, would vindicate himself: 

The retrospect of social life liad many truths to tell of, 

And then I left thee to thy Solitude, learning there of Wisdom, 

Friend and scholar, lover of the right, mine equal kind companion,— 

I prize indeed thy favour, and these sympathies are dear : 

Slill, if thy heart be little with me, wot thou well, my brother, 

I canvass not the smQe of praise, nor dread the frowns of censure. 

Through many themes in many thoujrhta. have we held sw 

But God alone be prdsed for miuu i uu iJiJy is sufficient. 

And every thought in every theme by prayer had been estuWished : 

Who then should feat tlie (ace of man, when God hath answered 

I speak it not in arrogance of heari, but humbly, as of jualice, 

I ihhik it not in vanity of soul, but tenderly, for gratitude, — 

God hath blessed my mind, and taught it many truths ; 

And I have echoed some to thee, in weakness, yet sincerely : 

Yea, though ignorance and error sliall have marred tliose lessons of His 

teaching, 
I stand in mine own Master's praise, or fall to His reproof. 
If thou lovest, help me with thy blessing ; if othenviee, mine shall be fof 

If tlion approvcst, heed my words : if otherwise, in kindness be my teacher 

Many mingled thoughts for self have warped my bettor aim. 

Many motives tempted still, to toil for pride or praise ; 

Alas, I have loved pride and praise, Hke others worse or worthier ; 

But hate and fear thera now, as snakes that fasten on my hand : 

Sosevola burnt both hand and crime ; but Paul flung the viper on the 
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lie Bhook it off, and felt no harm ; so lie it ! — I renounce them. 

Rebuke then, if thou wilt rebuke,— but neither hastily nor liarahly ; 

Or, if thou wilt commend, be it honestly, of right ; I work for God and 
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iSECOND SERIES.) 

(') "lluni wilJi Aureng'tebe" i^-c. Page 130. 
The greet Mogul ; who reignsd in the Beventeeulh eeiilury ; end n-as fa- 
niona, nmongst other thiiigs, for having nil but eilerminaled wild btasls from 
llie region of Ilindooslnn : he effected this by surrounding the whole country 
with hifl army, atid then drawing to a focus with the animals in tlie centre. 
Somerville, intheendofBookll. of the Chase, gives a spirited account of tliat 
mighty hunting; 

" Now the loud trumpet sounds a charge. The eliout-i 
Of eager hosts, through all the circling line, 
And tlie wild howlings of the beasla williiii 
Rend wide the welkin ; flights of arrows, winged 
Witii death, and javelins launched from every arm. 
Gall sore the brutal bands, with many a wound 
Gored through and through," 

(') Page 131. 

neraclitU3,anJ Demoerilns, are sevemlty known as tfte ciying and laugliing 
philosophers : Ihey typify opposite kinds of e=ekera after wisdom : bolli being 
prejudiced by excess. Our age of the world seems to have fallen upon the 
Inlter, which, with a proteet against abuse, ia certainly the wiser of the two. 
" The house of mourning is belter than the house of feasting," fur this influence, 
along with others of more weight, viz., that it tends lo a cheerful and calm 
leaetion, rather than to feelitvgs of dullness and satiety. A few lines further, 
" Ihe luxury of Capuan boUdays," alludes lo Hannibal's fatal rest after the battle 
of Canute. 

(•) Revelation xxi. 8. Page 133. 

" But the fearful, and the unbelieving, and the abominable, and murderera, 
and whoremongers, and sorcerers, and iJolateis, and all Uars, sliall have theii 
part in the lake thai buvntth witli lite." 
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(*) "Deucalirmjlinging back thepeblile in hisjlighl," t^. Page I3& 
Descendimt ; velantque capul, tunieasqiie recinguiit ; 
El jussoa lapides ana post vestigia miltmit. 
Saia (quia hoc credat, nisi sit pro teste vetuatas?) 
Fonere duriiieni ctepere, suumque rigorem ; &o. &c. 
In-que brevi apatio, Baperorum munere, saxa. 
Missa viri manibua Sacieia traxdre viiilem. 

Ovid Mft. lib. L 

{') "Copan and Palenque" ^c. Page 143, 
The remains of these ancieul cities, buried in the fcrests of Central Amerimi, 
have been recently made known to our wonder in the entertaining travels of 
Mr. J. L, Stephens. A brief and apt quotation, to illustrate the line, oecuis in 
vol, i, p. 103. " * * Some fragments with most elegant designs, and some 
in workmanship ecjual to the finest monumenls of the Egyptians; one, displaced 
from its pc dealal by enoraions roota ; anolher locked in the close embrace of 
branches of trees, and almost lifted out of the earth; another, hurled to the 
ground, and bound down by huge vines and creepers ; and one standing, with 
lis altar before it, in a grove of trees which grew around, seemingly to shade 
and shroud it, as a sacred thing in the solemn Biillness of the wouds, it seemed 
a divinity mourning over a fallen people." 

(') Page 161. 
Corinna, a Tlitban lady, was once ailjudged to have overcome in verse her 
countryman, the deep-nioulhed Pindar ; but she is credibly believed to have 
owed her success in a great measure to her beauty. Phryne, (not the too-cele- 
bi-aled eourteian of Athens, but a Fhryne of fairer (nine,) is mentioned as hav- 
ing been accused, Ulte Socrates, of impiety agaitist heathenism, mid like him 
condemned to die ; however, the fairer witness of truth was fortunate enough 
lo escape martyrdom by unveiling her bosom to the judges, and thereby influ- 
encing their sentence. Quinlilian, Ornt. Ub. ii. C. 15, has this passage to our 
purpose. " Et Pbrynen » » • conspectu corporis, qaod ilia, EpecioBisaimum 
nlioqiti, diducta undaveret tunica, putant periculo liberatam." Athentens, xiii. 
590, tells DS that it was by the address and counsel of llyperides, her advocate, 
thai npaayayiiv oirfi. tU raVjifavk, «ni mpifi^n^as toM X"''"''-'""^' J'>'C^^ « t» 

ffri^m iroiiJTOf, he influenced the judges of the Areopagus to acquit her. " Ionian 
Myrrha " is a character finely drawn by Byron in his tragedy of Sardanapalus. 

(') "-Some Nireus of (lie camp" ^c. Page 163. 
Homer diaposes very summarily of a personage who has notliing to recom- 
mend him but his Iteautv. Nireus Ls mentioned only in one passage of the 
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Iliad ! lib. ii. G73. Nipsis, Si Ki>,\:<r!-os dvfip, &c. ; and it is sieniaoaiilly added, 
'AX>' d\inaiei( fijn BU epithet of double intention, powerless m troops, and im- 
fcecileinmind. 

(') I Esdras iv. 13, et seq. Page 166. 
Zorobabcl holds argument before Darius, that " Woman ifl mote poweriiil 
than wine or the king, but ^at Truth bcarclh off the victory flora woman." 
He Beta up beauty above all eaniily things, v. 33, " ye men, how can it be 
bm women ehosid be strong, seeing they do thus?' and it ia srnall disparage- 
ment, that Truth should overcome her ; for " Great is irulh, and mighty above 
all things." v. 41. 

(•) Exfkielxxml 12. Page 166. 
" Thou sealeat up che sura," (oiherwise to be rendered, " Thou art the stan- 
dard of measures,") "full of wisdom, and perfect in beamy." It is quite fair, 
and according to scriptural usage, (compare Hosea xi. 1, with Matt. ii. 15,) to 
lake Bucb a passage as this out of its context, as primarily referable to g. King 
of Tyrus, but in a higher sense applicable to the King of Heaven. 

(") Page 167. 
EratosLratus fired the temple of Dlatia at Ephesus, solely to make himself a 
name; the incendiary certainly euooeeded, for he has come down to our times 
kmous (if in no other way) at least for his criminal and foolish love of notoriety. 
Pythagoras induced the vulgar to believe in his soperaatural qualifications, by 
immuring himself in a cavernous pit for months, whence returning with a 
ghastly aspect, he gave out that he had been a visiter in HadGs. As for Empe- 
dccles, tew cannot have heard, that he leaped into .^init to ma!ce (he world 
imagine that he had vanished from its surlace us a god : unluckily, however, 
the volcano disgorged one of the philosopher's sandals, and proved at ouoe the 
iiiannet of his death, and the quality of his mind ; es pedc Herculem. 

(") "Ocsar's tcifi." Page 168. 
Pompeis, third wife of Julius C«aar, and divorced from him, according to 
Plutarch, solely because " he would have the chastity of Ctesar'a wife free even 
from suspicion." 

(")Pa8«170. 
iMomus, a lypilication of the force of ridicule, was once counted among the 
jierarchs of heathen mythology ; but, as he made game of every one, he nevei 
found a friend ; and when at lengtli, in a gush of hyperotiticism, he presumed 
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lo censure the peerless Mollier of Beauty for awkwardness in walking, the en- 
Mged celestialfl flung bini from their sphere, and sent the fallen spirit down lo 

(") 1 Kings vii. 21. Page 184. 

" He set the pillara in the porch of the temple ; and he set up the right 

piilar, and called the name thereof Jachin [He shall establish] : and he set up 

iha left pillar ; and called the name thereof Boas [in it is strength] : and upun 

the top of the pillais was lily-work." 

('•) Page 185. 

An application of the story of CurciuB, (as given by Livy, lib. vii, 6,) who 
leaped into a gulf, in the forum, because the Auruspicea had declared that it 
should never close until the most precioaa thing in Rome, " Ihe slrengih of the 
city," had been flung into il. We are told that " equo, qufim poletat maxima 



(") Page 186. 
To drink with the throat of Crassus, may well be thought to have passed 
into a proverb for inordinate lust of wealth : for Orodca the Parthian, having 
overthrown him in battle, cul ofThis head, and then, lo Balirize the insatiable 
nature of his avarice, poured melted gold down hia throat. The evil dreams of 
Midas are as famous as his oilier well-earned punishnienta ; and we are loid 
that he died, in consequence of taking loo violent a remedy for delivering him- 
self from those nightly lormenlB. 

('=) Page 194. 

Mr. Willig, in " Pcncillings hy the Way," vol. i. p. 115, gives a graphic 
account of the public burial-ground of Naples, » » » " There are three 
bundred and sixly-live piia in ihis place, one of which ia opened every day for 
the dead of the city. They ore thiown in without shroud or coffui, and the 
pit sealed up at night for a year." • • " And ihus are flung into this noi- 
some pit, lilie beasts, the gi-eoter part of the population of ihis vast city,— the 
young and old, the vicious and the vijlnous together, without the decency 
even of a rag lo keep up the distinctions of life I Can human beings thus be 
thrown away ? men like ourselves, women, children, like our sisters and bro- 
thers 1 1 never was so humiliated in my life as by ihis horrid apeolacle. I did 
not think a man— a felon even, or a leper,— what you will, that is guilty or 
debased, — I did not think any thing Ihal had been human could be so recklessly 
abandoned. Pah ! It makes one -sick at heart ! God grant 1 may never die 
at Naples!" 

Tiiily this would seem to spoil the proverb, Vedi Napoli, poi mori. 
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NOTES. 349 

C'^) Page 19S. 
Sophocles livfdlo be neorly a hundred years olil; and to typify Ihepetpetna 
bttiB of llieir " sweet Attic bee," the Atliemaiis used to decorate his lomb witi 
festoons of flowering ivy. 

(") Page 196. 
Mr. Cathn, in his interesting work on the North American tritiea, vol, ii. j 
10, alludes to " the usual mode of the Omahas, of depositing their dead in th 
crotohes, and on the branches of trees, enveloped in skins," Slc. 

(") "Hemmed in by hostUefoes, the Irifler is busied on an epigram. 
Page 212. 

Even in maltere temporal, a literal instance of this occuta in the history at 
Frederick the Great of Prussia, who, during the morlal slruggles of tho init 
fears' war, irequently occupied the eve before a battle In the studious oampo 
idtion of protane jests, and bad poetry. 

(*") "Nine Homers," 4c. Page 218. 

It is irae that seven of these have so perished from memory, thai we know 

nothing of their works ; we only know they lived : an eighth, however, he of 

Hierapolis and one of the poetic Pleiades of the age of Philadelphus, is reported 

to have written no leas than five- and- forty plays. 

Mussua, a little lower down, is Virgil's tall prophet ia the Elydan &eldi, 
mentioned Ma. \i. 667. 

" Mnsieum ante omnes ; medium nam plurima turha 
Hunc habet, atque humeria extantem auspicit altia." 

(*') "Sons of Mallalkias," 4^. Page 221. 
John, Simon, Judas, Eleazar, and Jonathan, who liberated Israel from th« 
domination of the Greeks, about b. c. IGO j and who were knovm by the gene- 
ral name of the Maccabees, ftom the initial Hebrew letters of the fitK four 
words from Ei, iv. 11, beuig inscribed on their standard. 

C") " Tlie ward for both is one," <J-c. Page 235. 

•ritrr:s, a derivative from niidoimi, will almost as readily bear the sense of 

obedience, as of persuasion, and of credence. I know not whether a aimilar 

latent sympalhy may be thought to exist between our own old EngUsh word 

" &ilh," and the Norman " fait," factum, a deed : at any rate, llie coin«ideil<3» 

ll' 
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(") "Ovid had been wise for vtinki-ng." Page 229. 
The poel Ovid was eiiled for life W the shores of the Black Sea for hariog 
seen, and indiacreetiy divulged, some intrigue in the family of Augustus. Hs 
complaina Itequentlf o lliis hard lot j for example, 

" Inacia quod crimen videnint lumina plcclor, 
Peccatmnque oculos est habuisaa meum." 
But he might with greater justice have accused hia tongue than his eyes. 

(") Page 238. 

Madame de Stafil Bomewhere uses these words ; " To enjoy ourselves, we 

must seek solitnde. It was in the Bastile that I first became acquainted with 

Scipio is reporled to have originated the popular sayings, « I am never less 
idle than when I have most leisure," and "I am never lefs alone than whan 

The Emperor Cisri.!s V., with the example ol Uiocieiian before him, re- 
signed hia crown, and retired finm the world lo the monastery of St. Just, al 
Plazencia, in Spain ; where, as Robertson says, " he oorieii in solitude and 
ffilence his grandeur and his ambition." 

(") Pago 241. 
It may be necessary lo acquaint the reader that this section takes a retro- 
Bpective glance at my former series of subjects treated in the proverbial style: 
■ brief recopitulation of the present series follows, finishing the work. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Mt heart presents her gift ; in turn, of thea 

I ask a, little time, an idle hour, 
KindJy to speiui with these my thouglits and me, 

Wooing llie fragrance of the Muses' bower j 
Not without name or note, yet nameless now 

As one devoid of fame and skill and power. 

Bearing no charge upon mine argent sliield, 
A candidate unknown with vizored hrow, 

Tull of young hopes I dare the tented field !— 
Not so :— lliia Is no time for measuring swords j 

Thou art no craven though thy spirit yield. 
For yonder are fair looks and friendly words : 

Choose a more peaceful image : — here, revcaM 
Shines a small sample of my golden hoards. 
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SLOTH. 

"A LITTLE more sleep, a litUo more slumber, 

A little more folding the hands to sleep," 
For quick-footed dreams, without order or number. 

Over my mind are beginning to creep, — 
Rare is the happiness thus to be raptured 

By your wild whispers, my Fanciful train. 
And, like a linnet, be carelessly captured 

In the soft nets of my beautiful brain ! 

Touch not these curtains ! — your hand will be tearing 

Delicate tissues of thoughts and of things ; — 
Call me not ! — your cruel voice will be Bearing 

Flocks of young visions on gossamer wings : 
Leaye me, O leave me, — for in your rude presence 

Nothing of all my bright world can remain, — 
Thou art a blight to this garden of pleasance, 

Tiiou art a blot on my beautiful brain ! 

Cease your dull lecture on cares and employment. 

Let me forget awhile trouble and sirife. 
Leave me to peace, — let me husband enjoyment, — 

This is the heart and the marrow of life ! 
For to my feeling the choicest of pleasures 

Is lo lie thus, without peril or pain, 
lazily listening tlie musical measures 

Of the sweet voice in my beautiful brain! 

Hush, — for the halo of calmness is spreading 

Over my spirit, as mild as a dove ; 
Hush, — for the angel of comfort is shedding 

Over my body liis vial of love ; 
Hush, — for new slumbers are over me stealing, 

Thus would I court them again and again, 
Hush, — for my heart is intoxicate, — reeling 

In the swift waltz of my beautiful brain • 
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ACTIVITY. 



Open the casement, and up witli the Sun ! 

Ilis gallant journey is just begun ; 

Over the hills his chariot is roll'J, 

Banner'd with glorj, and bnmiah'd with gold, — 

Over the hills he comes sublime, 

Bridegroom of EarUi, and brotJier of Time ! 

Day hath broken, joyous and fair ; 
Fragrant and fresh is the morning air, — 
Beauteous and bright those orient hues, 
Balmy and sweet tiiese early dews ; 
O, there is health, and wealth, and bliss 
In dawning Nature's motherly iiiss ! 

Lo, the wondering world awakes, 

With its rosy-Iipp'd mountains and gleaming lakes, 

With its fields and cities, deserts and trees. 

Its calm old clifis, and its sounding seas. 

In all theh gratitude blessing IIIM 

Who dwellelh between tlie Cherubim ! 

Break away boldly from Sleep's leaden chain; 

Seek not to forge that fetter again ; 

Rather, with vigour and resolute nerve. 

Up, up, to bless man, and thy Master to serve. 

Thankful and hopeful, and happy to rwse 

The offering of prayer, and the inccnso of praise ! 

Gird thee, and do thy watching well. 

Duty's Christian sentinel ! 

Sloth and Slumber never had part 

In the warrior's will, or the patriot's heart ; 

Soldier of God on an enemy's shore ! 

Slumber and sloth thrall I/wm no more. 
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ADVENTURE. 

How gladly would I wander ihrough eome strange and savage land. 

The lasao at my saddle bow, the rifle in my hand, 

A leash of gallant mastiffs bounding by my side, 

And for a friend to love, the noble horse on which I ride '. 

Alone, alone — yet not alone, for Grod is with me there, 
The tender hand of Providence shall guide me every where, 
While happy thooglila and holy hopes, as spirits cakn and mild. 
Shall fan with their sweet wings the hermit-hunter of the wild ! 

Wthout a guide, — yet guided well, — young, buoyant, fresh and free 
Without a ro!id, — yet all the land a highway unto me, — 
Without a care, without a fear, williout a grief or pain, 
Exultingly I thread the woods, or gallop o'er tlie plain ! 

Or, brushing tnrougli tne copse, from his Jeafy home I start 

The stately elk, or tusky boar, the bison, or the hart. 

And then, — with eager spur, to scour away, away, 

Nor stop, — unUl my dogs have brought the glorious brute to bay. 

Or, if the gang of hungry wolves come yelling on ray track, 
I make my ready rifle speak, and scare the cowards back ; 
Or, if the lurking leopard's eyes among the branches shine, 
A touch upon the trigger — and his spotted skin is mine ! 

And then the hunter's savoury fare at tranquil eventide, — 
The dappled deer I shot to-day upon the green hillside ; 
My feasted hounds are slumbering round beside the water-course, 
And plenty of sweet prairie-grass for thee, my noble horse. 

Hist ! hist ! I heard some prowler snarling in the wood ; 
I seized my knife and trusty gun, and face to face we stood I 
The Grizzly Bear came rushing on, — and, as he rush'd, he fell ! 
Hie nt him, dogs ! my rifle has done its duty well ! 
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Hie at him, doga '. one bullet eaiuiot kill a foe so grim ; 
The God of battles nerve a man to grapple now with him, — 
And straight between his hugging arms I plunge my whetted knife, 
Ha— ha ! it splits his iron lieart, ajid drinks the ruddy life ! 

Frantic he struggles— welhng blood — the strife is almost o'er, — 
The shaggy monster, feebly panting, wallows in Ills gore, — 
Here, !ap it hot, my gallant hounds, — the blood of foes is sweet ; 
Here, gild withal your dewlapp'd throats, and wash your brawny feet I 

So shall we beard those tyrants in their dens another day. 

Nor tamely wait, with slavish fear, their coming in the way ; 

And pleasant thoughts of peace and home shall fill our dreams to-night, 

For lo, the God of battles has help'd us in the tight ! 



THE SONG OF SIXTEEN. 

Who shall guess what I may he ? 

Wiio can tell my fortune to me ? 

For, bravest and brightest thut ever was sung 

May be— and shaJl he — the lot of the yomig ! 

Hope, with her prizes and victories won. 
Shines in the hiaze of my morning sun. 
Conquering Hope, with golden ray. 
Blessing my landscape far away ; 

All my meadows and lulls are green, 
And rippling waters glance between, — 
All my skios are rosy bright, 
laughing in triumph at yester-night: 

My heart, my heart witJiin me swells. 
Panting, and stirring its hundred wells ; — 
For youth is a nohln seed, that springs 
Into the flower of heroes and kings ! 
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Rich in the present, though poor in the past, 
I jeBm for the future, vague and vast : 
And lo ! what treasure of glorious things 
Giant Futurity sheds from his wings : 

Pleasures are there, like dropping bahns, 
And glory and honour with chaplets and palraa, 
And mind well at ease, and gladness, and health 
A river of peace, and a mine of wealth ! 

Away with your counsels, and hinder me not,^ — 
On, on let me press to my brilliant lot ; 
Young and strong, and sanguine and free, 
How knowest thou what I may he 7 



Ah, poor youth ! in pitiful truth. 
Thy pride must feel a fall, poor youth ; 
What thou shall be, well have I seen, — 
Thou shall be only what others have been. 

Haply, within a. few swift years, 
A mind bowed down witli troubles and fears. 
The commonest druge of men and things, 
Instead of your — conquering heroes and kiigs. 

Haply, to follies an early wreck, — 

For the cloud of presumption is now like a speck, 

And with a whelming, sudden sweep. 

The storm of temptation roars over the deep ; 

Lower the sails of pride, rash youth. 
Stand to the lowly tiller of truth ; 
Quick ! or your Ihnber barb sliall be 
The sport of the winds on a, stormy sea. 
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THE SONG OF SEVENTY. 

Care and pari] in lieu of joy, — 

Guilt and dread may be thine, proud boy : 

Lo, thy mantling chalice of life 

la foaming with sorrow, and sicliness, and strife J 

Cheated by pleasure, and sated with pain, — 
Watching for honour, and walching in rain,— 
Aching in heart, and ailing in head. 
Wearily earning daily bread. 

—It is well. I discern a tear on Ihy cheek : 
It is well,— thou art humbled, and eilent, and meek : 
Now, — courage again ! and, with peril to cope. 
Gird thee with vigour, and helm thee with hope! 

For life, good youth, hath never an ill 

Which hope cannot scatter, and faith cannot kill ; 

And stubborn realities never shall bind 

The free-spreading wings of a cheerful mind. 



THE SONG OF SEVENTY. 

I AM not old, — I cannot bo old, 

Though threescore years and ten 
Have wasted away, like a tale that is told. 

The lives of other men : 

I am not old ; though friends and foes 

Alike have gone to their graves. 
And left me alone to my joys or my woes, 
As a rock in the midst of the waves. 

I am not old,— I cannot be old. 

Though tottering, wrinkled and gray : 

Though my eyes are dim, and my marrow is cold, 
Call mo not old to-day. 
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round me throng, 
my journey bo long. 



1 look behind, and am once more yonng, 

Buoyant, and brave, and bold. 
And my heart can elng, as of yore it eung, 

Before they called mo old. 

I do not see her, — the old wife there — 
Shrivelled, and haggard, and gray. 
But I look on her blooming, and soft, and fair 
As she was on her wedding day ! 

1 do not see you, daughters and sons, 
In the likeness of women and man, 
But I kiss you now as I kissed you once, 
My fond little cliildren then ; 

And as my own grandson rides on my knee. 

Or plays witli his hoop or kite, 
I can well recollect I was merry as he — 

The bright-eyed little wight ! 

'Tis not long since, — it cannot be long, — 

My years so soon were spent. 
Since I was a boy, both straight anJ strong. 

Yet now am I feeble and bent. 

A dream, a dream, — it is all a dream ! 

A strange, sad dream, good sootli ; 
For old as I am, and old aa I seem. 

My heart is full of youth : 

Eye hath not seen, tongue hath not told. 

And ear hath not heard it sung, 
How buoyant and bold, though it seem lo grow old, 

Is the heart, for ever young- ; 
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NATURE'S NOBLEMAN. 

For .ever young, — though life's old age 
Hath erary nerve unstning ; 

rhe heart, the heart is a herilage 
Tliat keeps the old man young ! 



NATURE'S NOBLEMAN. 

AwAT with false fiishion, so calm and so chill. 

Where pleasure itself cannot please; 
Away with cold breeding, that faithlessly still 

Affects to be quite at its ease ; 
For the deepest in feeling is highest in rank, 

The freest is first in the band, 
And nature's own Nobleman, friendly and frank. 

Is a inan with his heart in his hand ! 

Fearless in honesty, gentle yet jnst, 

He warmly can love,— and can hate. 
Not will he bow down with his lace in the dust 

To Fashion's intolerant state : 
For best in good breeding, and highest in rank. 

Though lowly or poor in the land, 
Is nature's own Nobleman, friendly and frank, 

The man with his heart in his hand ! 

His fiishion is passion, sincere and intense. 

His impulses, simple and true. 
Yet tempered by judgment, and taught by good sen 

And cordial with me, and with you r 
For the finest In manners, as highest in rank. 

It is you, man ! or yow, man ! who stand 
Nature's own Nobleman, friendly and frank,— 

A man with his heart in his hand ! 
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NEVER GIVE UP. 

Never give up ! it is wiser and tetter 

Always to hope, than once to despair ; 
Fling off the load of Doubt's cankering fetter, 

And break the dark spell of tyramiical care : 
Never give up ! or the burthen may sink you,— 

Providence kindly has mingled the cnp. 
And in all trials or troubles, bethink you, 

The watchword of Lfe must be. Never ^ve np I 

Never give up ! there aje chances and changes 

Helping the hopeful, a hundred to one. 
And through the chaos High Wisdom arranges 

Ever success, — if you'll only hope on : 
Never give up ! for the wisest is boldest. 

Knowing that Providence mingles the cup, 
And of all maxims the best, as the oldest. 

Is the true watchword of Never give up ! 

Never give up ! — though Ihe grape-shot may rattle, 

Or the full thunder-cloud over you burst, 
Stand like a rock, — and the storm or the battle 

Little shall harm you, though doing their worst : 
Never give up ! — if adversity presses. 

Providence wisely has mingled the cup. 
And the best counsel, in all your distresses, 

I3 the stout watchword of Never pve up ! 



THE SUN. 

Blame not, ye mihion worshippers of gold — 
Modem idolaters — their works and ways, 

When Asia's children, in the times of old. 

Knelt to the sun, outpouring prayer and praise 
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THE STAKS. 

As to God's central throne ; for when the blaze 
Of that grand eye is on me, and I stand 

Watching its majesty wilh painful gaze, 
I too could kneel among that Persian band, 

Had not the Architect of yon bright sphere 
Tanght me Himself; bidding me look above. 

Beneath, around, and still to find Him — here 1 
King of the heart, dwelling in no fixt globe, 

But gladly throned within the spirit of love. 
Wearing that light ethereal as a robe. 



THE MOON. 

I KKOW tlice not, O moon, — thou cavcrncd realm, 

Sad satelUte, a giant ash of death, 

Where cold, alternate, and the sulphurous breatt 
Of ravaging volcanoes, ovenvhelm 
All chance of life like ours, — art thou not 

Some fellow world, after a reaping time 
Of creatures' judgment, resdngin thy lot? 
Or haplier must I take thee for the hlot 

On God's fair firmament, the home of crime, 
The prison-house of sin, where damned souls 

Feed upon punishment ? — O ihought sublime. 
That, amid Night's black deeds, when evil prowls 

Through the broad world, then, watching sinners 

Glares over all tlie wakeful eye of — Hell ! 



THE STARS. 
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Yotir Queen, the moon, whose melancholy face 
Seems ever pale with pity and grief profound 

For sinful Eartli, — I, a poor groveller hero, 
A captive eagle chain'd to this dull ground. 

Look up and love your light in hope and fear ; 
Hope, tha.t among your myriad host is one, 

A kingdom for my spirit, a bright pkce 

Where I shall reign when this short race is run 
An heir of joy, and glory's mighty son ! 

Yet, while I hope, the fear will freeze my brain — 

What if indeed for worlliless me remain 
No waiting sceptre, no predestined throne ? 



THE STARS. 

Hence, doubts of darkness ! I am not mine own, 

But ransomed by the King of that bright host : 

In Him my just humiUty shall boast, 
And claim through Hun that sceptre and that throne. 
Yes, world of light, — when by the booming sea 

At eve I loiter on this shingly coast, 
In seeming idleness, — I gaze on tJiee, 
(I know not which — but one,) fated to be 

My glorious heritage, my heavenly hotne, 
A temple and a paradise for me. 

Whence my celestial form at will may roam 

To other worlds, unthought and nnexplor'd, 
Whose atmosphere is bliss and liberty, 

The palaces and gardens of the Lord ! 



FORGIVE AND FORGET. 



When streams of unkindness, as bitter as gall, 
Bubble up from the heart to tlic tongue, 
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FORGIVE AND FORGET. 

And Meekness is writhing in torment and thrall. 
By the hands of Ingratitude wrung,— 

In the heat of injustice, unwept and unfair, 
While the anguish is festering yet, 

None, none but an angel, or God, can declare 
" I now can forgive and forget." 

But, if the bad spirit is chased from tlie hearty 

And the lips are in penitence steep'd, 
With the wrong so repented the wrath will depart. 

Though scorn on injustice wore heaped ; 
For the best compensation is paid for all ill. 

When the cheek willi conlrition is Wet, 
And eveiy one feels it is possible etill, 

At once to forgive and forgt^L 

To forget 7 It is hard for a man with a mind. 

However Ids heart may forgive. 
To blot out all perils and dangers behind. 

And but for the future to live : 
Then how shall it be ? for at every turn 

Recollection the spirit will fret. 
And the ashes of injury smoulder and bum. 

Though we strive to forgive and forget. 

Oh, hearken ! my tongue shall the riddle unseal. 

And mind siio)! be partner with heart. 
While thee to thyself I bid conscience reveal. 

And show thee how evil thou art ; 
Remember thy follies, thy sins, and — thy crimes, 

How vast is (hat uifinite debt ! 
Yet Mercy hath seven by seventy times 

Been swift to forgive and forget ! 

Brood not on insults or injuries old. 

For tliou art injurious too, — 
Connt not their sum till tha total is toIJ, 

For thou art unkind and untrue : 
12 
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And if a]l thy harms are forgotten, forgiven. 

Now mercy with justice is met, 
Oh, who would not gladly talse leisons of heaven, 

Nor leam to forgive and forget 3 

Yes, yes ; let a man, when hia enemy weeps. 

Be qnick to receive him, a friend ; 
For thus on his head in idndness he heaps 

Hot coals, — to retina and amend ; 
And hearts that are Chrisfein more eagerly yearn, 

Aa a nurse on her innocent pet, 
Over lips that, once bitter, to penitence turn. 
And wWsper, Forgive and forget. 



"MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS,' 

ErKEKA ! this is truth subUme, 
Defying change, outw resiling time — 
Eureka ! well that truth is told, 
Wiaely spake tlie bard of old — 
Eureka ! there is pence and praise 
In this short and simple phraae, 

A sea of comforts, wide and deep, 
Wherein my conscious soul to steep, 

A hoard of happy-making wealth 

To doat on, miserly, hy etealth, 

Through Time my reason's ripest fruit. 

For all eternity its root. 

Earth's harvest, and the seed of heaven. 

To me, to me, hy mercy given ! 

Yes, eureka,— I have found it, 
And before the world will sound it ; 
This remains, and still shall slay 
When life's gauds have p!^sed away, 
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MY MIND'S KINGDOM. 

This, of old my freasnre-truth, 
The bosom joy that warm'd my youth, 
My happiness in manhood's prime. 
My tciiimpli down the stream of time. 
Till death shall Inll this heart in age. 
And deathless glory crown my page. 
My grace-bom truth and treasure (his, — 
" My mind to me a kingdom is." 

Noble solace, true and strong, 
Great reward for human wrong. 
With an inward blessing etill 
To compansato hH eurthlyill, 
To recompense for adverse Mes, 
Woes, or wants, or scorns, or hates, 
To cherish, after man's neglect, 
Wben foes deride, and friends suspect, 
To soothe and bless the spirit bow'd 
Down by the selfish and the proud, 
To lift the soul above this scene 
Of petty troubles trite and mean, 

there is mortal might in this, — 
" My mind to me a Hngdom is." 

Carre it deep, with letters bold. 
In the imperishable gold. 
Grave it on some primal rock 
That hath stood the eartliquake shock. 
Make that word a citizen 
Dwelling in the hearts of men, 
Sound it in the ears of age, 
SUunp it on the printed page, 
Gladden sympathizing youth 
With the soft music of this truth. 
This echoed note of heavenly bliss, 
" My mind to me a kingdom is." 

Ay, chide or scorn, — I will be proud,— 

1 am not of a slavish crowd j 
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No serf is here to outward things,— 

He rules with chiefs ! he reigoa with kings I 

Tell out thy secret joys, my mind, 

Free and fearless as the wind. 

And pour the triumphs of the Boul 

In words that hke a river roll, 

Foaming on with vital force 

Prom their ever-gushing source. 

Fountains of truth, that overwhelm 

With swollen streams this royal realm, 

And in Nilotic richness stsep 

My heart's Thebald, rank and deep t 

Or bolder, as my thoughts inspire, 

Change that water into fire ! 

From tlie vext bowels of my sonl 

Lava currents roar and roll, 

Bursfjng out in torrent wide 

Through my crater's ragged Mde, 

Rushing on from field to field, 

■Rll all with boiling stone ia seal'd, 

And my hot thoughts, in language pent, 

Stand their own granite monument ! 

Yes ! all the elements are mine, 

To crush, create, dissolve, combine, — 

Ail mine, — the confidence is just. 

On God I ground my high-born trust 

To Bland, when pole is rent from pole. 

Calm in my majesty of soul. 

Watching the throes of this wreok'd world. 

When from their thrones the Alps are hnrl'd. 

When fire consumes earth, sea, and air. 

To stand, imhann'd, undaunted there, 

And grateful still to boast in this, 

" My mind to me a kingdom is." 

Brotlier poet, dead so long, 
Heed these echoes to thy song. 
And love me now, where'er thou ar^ 
Yearning with magnetic heart 
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From thy throne in some bright sphere 

On thia poor brotlier g^'oveHing liere ; 

For I, too, I can stoutly sing 

I am every inch a Kng ! 

A liing of Thought, a Potentate 

Of glorious Bpiritual state, 

A king of Thought, a king of Mind, 

Realms unmapp'd and undefined, — 

A king ! beneath no man's control. 

Invested with a royal soul, 

Crown'd by God's imperial hand 

Before him as a king to stand, 

And by His wisdom troin'd and taught 

To rule my realm as King of Thought 

O thoughts, — how ill my fellow-men, 

thoughts, — how scanty my poor pen 
Can guess or lell the myriad host 
Wherewith you crowd my kingdom's coast! 
For I am hemm'd and throng'd about 
WitTi your triumphant rabble-rout, 
Hurried along by that mad flood. 

The joy.«scitcd multitud 
A conqueror, borne upon the foam, 
Of his great people's gladness home, 
A monarch in his grandest stale. 
On whom a lliousand thousand wait ! 
Lo ! they come — my Tribes of Thought, 
Fierce and flush'd and fever-fraught! 
Prom the horizon all around 

1 hear with pride their coming sound ; 
See ! their banners circling near, — 
Glittering groves of shield and spear, 
Flying clouds of troopers gny. 
Serried lines in dark array, 
Veterans calm with temper'd sword, 
And a dishevelled frantic horde, — 
On they come with furious force. 
Tramping foot and thundering horse, 
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On they come, converging loud, 
With cknging arms, a glorioua crowd 
Sliouting impatient, iierce and free. 
For me, t!ieir Monarch, yea, for me ! 

Then, in my majeety and power, 

I quell the madneEs of the hour. 

Bid that tumultuons turmoil cease. 

And frown my mulUtudes to peace. 

Each to his peril and his post ! 

All hush'd throughout my mighty hoat; 

Courage clear, and duty Btern, — 

Heads that freeze and hearts that bum; 

Marshalled straight in order due, 

JLegions ! pass in swift review, 

Bending to my blMoned will. 

Loyal to that standard still. 

And hailing me with homage then 

King of Thoughts — and thus, of Men ! 

What ? am I powerless to control 

Nations, by my single soul ? 

What 7 have I not made thousands thrill 

By the mero impulse of my will, 

When the strong Thought goes forth, and Iwnda 

Captive a wandering herd of minds 7 

And is not this to reign alone 

More than the ermine and the throne, 

The jewelled slate, the gilded rooms. 

The mindless man in borrowed plumes ? 

Yes, — if the inmate soul outweighs 

Its dull clay house in power and praise : 

Yes, — if Eternity be true. 

And Time both false and fleefeig too. 

Then, humbler kings, my boast be this, 

" My mind to me a kingdom is.' 

And wliat, though weak and slow of speech, 
Dl to comfort, dull to teach ? 
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What, tliough hiding from the ken 

Ol my small prying feUow-men,— . 

Still withia my musing mind, 

WMom's secret stores I find, 

And, little noticed, sweetly feed 

On hidden manna, meat indeed, 

Blessed thonghts I never told 

Unconsidered, uncontroU'd, 

Roshing by bs thick and fast 

As autumn leaves upon the blaet : 

Or better, like the gracious rain 

Dropping on some thirsty plain. 

And is not this to be a king. 

To cjUTy in my heart a spring 

Of ceaseless pleasures, deep and pure, 

Wealth cannot buy, nor power procure 7 

Yea,— by the poet's artless art. 

And the sweet searcbings of his heart. 

By his unknown, unheeded bUss, 

" My mind to me a kingdom is." 

Place me on some desert shore 

Foot of man ne'er wandered o'er ; 

Look me in a lonely cell 

Beneath some prison citadel ; 

Slill, here or there, within I find 

My quiet kingdom of the Mind ; 

Nay, — mid the tempest fierce and dark. 

Float me on peril's frailest bark, 

My quenchless soul could sit and think 

And smile at danger's dizziest brink r 

And wherefore 7— God, my God, is still 

King of kings in good and ill ; 

And where He dwelletli—cvery whert^— 

Safety supreme and peace are there j 

And where he reigneth — all around — 

Wisdom, and love, and power are found ; 

And reconciled to Him and bliss, 

" My mind to me a kingdom is," 
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Thus for my days ; each waking hour 
Grand with majesty and power, 
Every minuto rich in treasure, 
Gems of peace, and pearls of pleasure. 
And for my nights — those wondrous nights 1 
How manifold my Mind's delights, 
When (he young truant, gladly caught 
In its own labyrinths of tliought. 
Finds there is another reakn to range. 
The dynasties of Chance and Change. 
O dreams, — what know I not of dreams ? 
Their name, their very essence, seems 
A tender light, not dark nor clear, 
A sad sweet mystery wild and dear, 
A dull soft feeling unexplained, 
A lie half true, a truth hnlf feigned; 
O dreams, — what know I not of dreams 1 
When Reason, with inebriate gleams. 
Looses from his wise control 
The prancing Fancies of the soul. 
And sober Judgment, slumbering still. 
Sets free Caprice to guide the Will. 
Within one night have I not spent 
Years of adventurous banishment, 
Strangely groping like the blind 
In the dark caverns of my mind ? 
Have I not dwelt, from eve till morn. 
Lifetimes in length for praise or scorn. 
With fancied joys, ideal woes. 
And all sensation's wannest glows, 
Wondrously thus expanding Life 
Through seeming scenes of peace or slrife. 
Until I verily reign sublime, 
A great creative king of Time 1 

And there are people, things, and places, 
Usual themes, familiar faces, 
A second life, that looks as real 
As tliis dull world's own unideai. 
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Another life of dreams by night, 

That, still forgotten wanes in light, 

Yet seems itself to wake and sleep. 

And in that sleep dreams doubly deep, 

Wliile tliose same dreams may dream ai 

Tangled mazes wandering on ! 

Yes, I have often, weak and worn. 

Feebly waked at earliest mom, 

As a shipwreck'd sailor, tost 

By the wild waves on some rough coast 

Of perils post remembering nought 

But soma dim cataracts of thought, 

And only roused betimes to know 

That yesterday seems years ago 1 

And I can apprehend full well 

What old Pythagoras could tell 

Of other scenes, and other clunea. 

And other Sclfs in other times ; 

For, oft my consciousness has reel'd 

With scores of " Richards in the field," 

As, multiform, with no surprise, 

I see myself in other guise. 

And wonderless walk side by side 

With mine own soul, self-multiplied I 

If it he royal then to reign 

Over an infinite domain. 

If It be more than monarch can 

To lengthen out the life of man, 

Vea, if a godlike thing it be 

To revel in ubiquity, 

Is there but empty boast in this, 

" My mind to me a kingdom is 1" 

— Peace, rash fool ; be proud no more, 

Count thy faults and follies o'er, 

Turn aside, and note within 

Thy secret oharael-house of Sin, 

Thy bitter heart, thy covetous mind. 

Evil thoughts, and words unkind i 
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Can so fonl and mean a tiling 

Reign a spiritual King 7 

Art thou not — yea thou, myself, 

In hope a slave to pride and pelf 7 

Art thou not, — yea, thou, my mind. 

Weak and naked, poor and blind? 

Yea, be humble ; yea, he still ; 

MecMy bow that rebel Will ; 

Seek not selfishly for praise ; 

Go more sofdy all thy days ; 

For to thee belongs no power. 

Wretched insect of an hour, — 

And if God in bounteous d.ole. 

Hath grafted life upon thy soul. 

Know thoo, there is out of Him 

Nor light in mind, nor might in limb ; 

And, but for One, who from the grave 

Of sin and death stood forth to save, 

Thy mind, that royal mind of tbine. 

So great, ambitious and divine. 

Would but a root of anguish he, 

A madness and a misery, 

A bitter fear, a hideous care 

All too terrible to bear. 

Kingly, — but king of pains and woes, 

The sceptred slave to throbs and throes I 

Justly then, my God, to thee. 
My royal soul shall bend the knee. 
My royal soul. Thy glorious breath, 
By Thee set free from guilt and death, 
Before thy Majesty bows down. 
Offering the homage of her crown. 
Well pleased to sing in better bhss, 
" My God to me a kingdom is." 
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SONNET, ON A BIRTH. 



TARRING CHURCH. 

Mother, — beneath fair Tarring's heavenward spire, 
Wliere in old years thy youthful vows wore paid, 

When God had granted thoo thy heart's desire, 
And she went forth a wife, who came a maid, 
With mindful steps thus wisely have we atray'd, 

Full of deep tiioiighta : for where that sacred fire 
Of Love was kindled, in the self-same spot. 
Thou, with the dear companion of thy lot. 

Thy helpmate all those years, mine honour'd sire, 
To-day have found fulfllled heforo your eyes 

The promise of old time ; — look round and see 
Thy children's children ! lo, these babes arise. 

And call theo blessed : Blessed both be ye ! 

And in your blessing bless ye these, and me. 



SONNET; ON A BIRTH. 

At length, — a dreary length of many years, 

God's fiivour hath shone forth ! and blest thee well, 
O handmaid of the Lord, for all thy tears, 
For all thy prayers, and hope, and faith — and fears. 

With that best treasure of consummate joy 
A childtes wife alone can fully tell 

How sorely long withlield — her first-bom boy ; 
This blessing is from heav'n ; to heav'n once more, 

Another Hannah with her Samuel, 

Render thou back the talent yielding ton, 

A spirit, trained right early to adore, 

A heart to yearn upon its fellow-men, 
A being, meant and made for endless heaven, 
This give to God ; this, God to Ihco haUi given. 
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DUTY. 



Peabls before swine : Uub h an old complaint ; 

In very humbleness, and not in pride, 
The spirit feels it fme ; yet makes a feint 

To rest with man's neglect well satisfied, 
And have its wealth of words, ila stores of thought 

Despised or unregarded : woe betide 
The heart that lives on praise ! considering nought 
Of Daty's royol edicts, that command 

Thy talents to be lent, thy lamp to slune ; 
Soul, be not faint ; nor, body, stay thy hand ; 

Heed only tliis, — not whether those be swine 
But whether these be pearls, precious and pure ; 
That so, whatever fale the world make thine, 
With God for Judge, thy guerdon be secure. 



COUNSEL. 



There is a time for praising, 

And a better ticne for pray'r, — 
The heart its anthem raising. 

Or uttering its care ; 
One minute is for smiling, 

And another for the tear, — 
Hope, by turns, beguiling. 

Or Iier haggard brother, Fear. 

But, if in joy thou prdsest 
The generous Hand that gave, — • 
And if in woe thou raisest 
The prayer that He may save ; 

Thy griefs shall seem all pleasure. 
As the chjdings of a Friend, 

And thy joys ecstatic measure 
A beginning without end ! 
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I SEVER left the place that knew me. 

And may never know me more. 
Where the chonia of Mndness drew me 

And have gladdened me of yore, 
But my secret soul has smarted 

With a feehng full of gloom 
For the days that are departed. 

And the place I call'd my Home. 

I am not of those who wander 

Unaffeclionod here and there, 
But my heart must still be fonder 

Of my Bites of joy or care ; 
And I point sad memory's finger 

(Though my faithless foot may roam 
Where I've most been made to linger 

In the place I call'd my Home. 



BYEGONES. 



" Let byegones be byegones,"— they foolishly say. 

And bid me be wise and forget them ; 
But old recollections are active to-day, 

And I can do nought but regret them ; 
Though the present be pleasant, all joyous and gay, 

And promising well for the morrow, 
I love to look back on llio years past away, 

Embalming my byegones in sorrow. 

If the morning of life has a mantle of gray, 
Its noon will be blither and brighter, 
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If March lias its storm, there is simshine in May, 
And light out of darkness is lighter : 

Thns the present is pleasant, a cheerful tcwky, 
Wiih a wiser, a soberer gladness, 

Becaose it is Wnged with the mellowbg ray 
Of a yesterday's sunset of sadness. 



RULE, BRITANNIA! 

A STIHEING SOSG FOB PATRIOTS, IN THE YEAR li 
To Iha Inne of " Wlis woiiUoa fighl fo. Chailla 1" 

Rise ! ye gallant youth of Britain, 

Gatlier to your counlry'a call. 
On your hearts her name is written, 

Rise to help her, one and all ! 
Cast away each feud and faction, 

Brood not over wrong nor ill, — 
Rouse your virtues into action. 

Pot we love our country stiU, — 
Hjul, Britannia ! hajJ, Britannia 1 

Raise that thrilling shout once more; 
Rule, Britannia ! Rule, Britannia I 

Conqueror over sea and shore '■ 

France is coming, full of bluster, 

Hot to wipe away her stain, 
Therefore, brothers, here we muster 

Just to ^ve it her again ! 
And if foemen, blind with fury, 

Dare to cross our ocean-gulf, 
Wait not then forjudge nor jury, — 

Shoot them as yon would a wolf 1 
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RULE BRITANNIA. 

For Britaiuiia, jnst Britannia, 

Claims our cliorua as l)efore ; 
Rule, Britannia ! Rule, Britannia ! 

Conqueror over sea and shore. 

They may writhe, for we have galled them 

With our guns in every clime, — ■ 
They may hate us, for we called thorn 

Serfs and subjects in old &iiq ! 
Boasting Gaul, we oolinly scorn yon 

As old iElaop's bull the frogs ; 
Come and welcome ! for, we warn you. 

We shall iling you to our dogs 1 
For Britannia, our Britannia, 

Thunders with a lion's roar; 
Rule Britannia I Rule, Britannia I 

Conqueror over sea and shore. 

See, uproar'd our holy standard ! 

Crowd around it, gallant hearts ! 
What ! should Britain's fame be slandered 

As by fault on our parts 7 
Let the rabid Frenchman threaten, 

Let the mad invader come, 
We will hunt them out of Britain, 

Or can die for hearth and home ! 
For Britannia, dear Britannia, 

Wakes our chorus evermore — 
Rule, Britannia ! Ride, Britannia ! 

Conqueror over sea and shore. 

Rise then, patriots ! name endearing, 
Flock from Scothmd's moors and dales. 

From the green, glad fields of Erin, 
From the mountain homes of Wales^— 

Rise ! for sister England calls you. 

Rise ! while now the song enthralls you, 
Thrilling every vein and nerve, 
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Hail, Britonnia ! lidl, Britannia ! 

Conquer, aa tliou didst of yore ! 
Rule, Britannia ! Rule, Britannia ! 

Over every sea and shore. 



THE EMIGRANT SHIP. 



Far away, fur away. 
The emigrant ship must sail to-day: 

Cruel ship, — to look so gay 
Bearing the exiles far away. 

Sad and sore, sad and sore. 
Many a fond heart bleeds at the core. 

Cruel dread, — to meet no more, 
Bitter Eonwv, sad and sore. 

Many years, many years 
At best will they battle with perils and fears ; 

Cruel pilot, — for he sleera 
The esiles away for many yeans. 

Long ago, long ago ! 
For the days tliat are gone their tears ahaS flow : 

Cruel hour, — to tear them so 
Prom all they cherished long ago. 

Faro ye well, fare ye well ! 
To joy and to hope it sounds as a kiiell 

Cruel tale it were to tell 
How the emigrant sighs farewell. 

Far away, far away ! 
Is there indeed no hope to-day f 

Cruel and false it were to say 
There are no pleasures far away. 
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THE ASSURANCE OF HOEACE. 

Far away, far away ! 
Eveiy niglit and every day 

Kind and wise it were to pray, 
God be with them far away 1 



THE ASSURANCE OF HORACE. 

1 HAVE achieved a tower of fame 

More durable than gold, 
Aod loftier than the royal frame 

Of Pyramids of old,— 
Which none inclemencies of dime, 

Nor fiercest winds that blow, 
Nor endless change, nor lapse of time. 

Shall ever overthrow J 

I cannot perish utterly : 

The brighter part of me 
Must live — and live— and never die, 

But baffle Death's decree ! 
Pot I shall always grow, and spread 

My new-blown honors etiD, 
I/jng aa the priest and vesta] tread 

The Capitolian hill. 

I shaJl be sung, where tliy rough waves. 

My native river, foam,— 
And where old Dannus scantly laves 

And rules Iiis rastio home ; 
As cluef and first I shall ha sung, 

Though lowly, great in might 
To tune mj country's heart and tongue, 

And tune them both aright. 

Thou then, ray soul, assume thy state. 
And take thine honors due ; 
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Be proud, as thy deserta are great, — 
To thine own pmse be true ! 

Thou too, celestial Muse, come down, 
And with kind haste prepare 

The laurel for a Delphic crown 
To weave thy poet's hair. 



THE ASSURANCE OF OVID. 

Now have I done ray work !— which not Jove's ire 
Can make undone, nor awotd, nor time, nor fire. 
Whene'er that day, whose only powers extend 
Against this body, my brief hfe shall end, 
Still in my better portion evermore 
Above the stars undying shall I soar ! 
My name shall never die : but through all time, 
TOierever Rome shall reach a conquered clime. 
There, in that people's tongue, shall this my page 
Be read and glorified from age to age ; — 
Yea, if the bodmgs of my spirit give 
True note of inspiration, I shall live ! 



POST-LETTERS. 

LoTTEHY tickets every day, — 
And ever drawn a blank ! 

Vet none the less wo pant and pray 
For prizes in that bank : 

Mom by mom, and week by week, 

WWIst on we fondly hope, and seek 
Some Elirring daily news. 
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POST-LETTERS. 

The heedless postman on his path 

Is scattering joys and woes ; 
He bears the seeds of life and dealli, 

And drops Ihem as he goes ! 
I never note him trudging new: 

Upon his common track, 
But all my heart is hope, or foar, 

With visions bright, or black ! 

I hope— wliat hope I not ?— vague thing? 

Of wondrous possible good ; 
I dread — aa vague ima^nings, 

A very viper's brood : 
Fame's sunshine, fortune's golden dtiwa 

May now be hovering o'er, — 
Or the pale shadow of ill news 

Be cowering at my door ! 

Mystery, master-key to life, 
Thou spring of every hoar, 

1 love to wrestle in thy strife. 

And tempt thy perilous power ; 
I love to know that none can know 

What this day may bring forth. 
What bliss for me, for me what woa 

Is travailing in birth ! 

See, on my neighbour's threshold stands 

Yon careless common man, 
Bearing, perchance, in those coarse hands. 

My Being's altered plan '. 
My germs of pleasure, or of pain. 

Of trouble, or of peace. 
May there lie thick as drops of rain 

Distilled from Gideon's fleece ! 

Who knoweth? may not loves be dead, — 
Or those we loved laid low, — 

Who knoweth 3 may not wealth be fleJ, 
And all the worid my foe ? 
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Or who can tell if Fortune's hour 
(Which once on all doth shine) 

Be not within this morning's dower, 
A prosperous mom of mine t 

Ah, cold Reality '. — in spite 

Of hopes, and endless chance. 
That bitter postman, ruthless wight. 

Has cheated poor Romance ; 
No letters ! O lie dreaTy phrase; 

Anotlier day forlorn : — 
And ihns I wend upon my ways 

To watch another mom. 

Cease, tabUer J^et those doubtings ceaae ; 

What ! should a eon of heaven 
With the pure manna of his Peace 

Mix up his faltliless leaven ? 
Not so i — for in the hands of God, 

And in none earthly will. 
Abide alike my staff, and rod, 

My good, end seeming ill. 



SOCIETY. 

Alas, we do but act ; we ere not fi'eo ; 

The presence of another is a chain 

My trammeled spirit strives to break, in vain : 
How strangely different myself from me ! 

Thoughtful in solitude, serenely blest, 
Crown'd and enthroned in mental majesty, 
Equal to all things great, and daring all, 

I muse of mysteries, and am at rest ; 

But, in the midst, some dull intruded guest 
Topples me from my heights, holding in llinJl 
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TO AN INFANT. 

With his hard eye the traitor in my breast, 
That before humbler inteliecta ia cow'd. 
Silently shrinliing from the o 

And only with the highest self-pc 



ON AN INFANT.* 

Look: on tliis babe ; and let Ihy pride take heed, 
Thy pride of manhood, intellect, or fame, 

That thou despise him not : for he indeed, 
And such as he, in spirit and heart the same. 

Are God's own children in tliat Itingdom brigh 
Where purity is praise, — and where before 
The Father's throne, triumphant evermore. 

The ministering angels, sons of light. 

Stand um^proved ; because they ofifer then 
Mix'd wilh the Mediator's hallowing pray'l 

The innocence of babes in Clirist lilie this : 
O guardian Sprit, be my child thy care, 

Lead htm to God, obedience and bliss. 

To God, O fostering cherab, thine and his ! 

* WiUiaiB Knijhloii Tnpper, the Aathn'i leoobd mii 
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EPILOGUE. 



Ahb there no sympathieB, no loves between ns ? 

la my hope vain 1 — I have not vest (hee long, 
Nor lent thee thoughts from God and good that wean ub, 

Nor given thee words that warp from right to wrong : 

And if, at times, my too trinmphant Eong 
Hath secm'd self-praise, — doth it indeed demean ns 
That when a man feela hotly at his heart 

The quick Bpontaneous fire of thoughts and wonk. 
He will not play the hypocrite'H ■■£. »rt, 

Flin^g aside tiie meed hia Mmd aiforda 7 

No ! with all gratitude and humbleness 
I cl^m mine own ; nor can affect to acorn 
A gift, of my Creator's goodneaa born 

WUoti ia my grace and glory to po!.;;^c';>i. 
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HACTBNUS : 

SUNDRY OF MY LYRICS HITHERTO 
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HACTENUS. 



THE NEW YEAK. 

The old man he s dead, young heir! 

And go e to 1 s long account; 
Come stand o h s hearth and ait in am chair, 



Thldm f asftbfd 

B t tl b th 1 1 gay 

O wh Id t h 1 th t te wl t bea 

A b ght J g h k 1 y ? 

Tl Jd h h .1 t! d tl m H 



A d tr fn d j 

Th Id m m d b t! d lo 

Of pi p t h d 

B t pi IS t m tl J h ( 

Th 1 t tl d d 

The old man babbled of old regrets. 

Alack! how much he owed; 
But Ihe young heir has not a feather of debts 

Hia heart withal to load! 
X3 
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The old man used to shudder, and seem 

Remembering secret ein; 
But the happy young heir is aa if in a ^ream,— 

Paradise all within ! 

Alas! for the old man, — where is he now? 

And fear for thyself, young heir ; 
For he was innocent once as thou, 

As ruddy, and blithe, and fair: 

Reap wisdom from his furrowed face, 

Cull counsel from his fear ; 
O, speed thee, young heir, in giiYa and in grace, 

And blessings on tliee, — New Year! 



ALL'S FOR THE BEST. 
(T ik m m SI \ C Ip') 
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W ly d 1 11 f th 



Hosted by Google 



THE EIDDLE EEAD. 

All for the best! then fling away terrors, 

Meet all your fears and your foes in the van, 
And in the miilst of your dangers or errors 

Trust like a child, while you strive like a man 
All's for the best! — unbiass'd, unbounded. 

Providence reigns from the East to the West; 
And, fay both wisdom and mercy euirounded, 

Hope and be happy that All's for the beat! 



THE RIDDLE READ. 

WoRtD of sorrow, care, and change, 

Even to myself I seem, 
As adown thy vale I range. 

Wandering in a dream : 

All things are so strange. 

For, the dead who died this day, 
Fair and young, or great and good, 

Though we mourn them, where are they? 

With those before the flood ; 

Equally past away. 

Living hearts have scantly time 

To feel some other heart most dear, 

Scarce can love the love sublime 
Unselfishly sincere,— 
Death nips it in its prime! 

Minds have hardly power to learn 
How much there is to know aright. 

Can dimly thro' the mist discern 
Some little glimpse of light, — 
The order is, Return! 
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Willin* hands but just begin 
Wisely to work for God aad min, 

And some poor wagea barely win 
Aa one irho well began, — 
The Master calls, Come in ! 

Well, — thia ia well: for well-begun 
Is all the good man here may do] 

He cannot hope to see half-done ; 
A furlong is crept through, 
And lo, the goal is won ! 

This is the life of eight and sense. 
And other brighter lives depend 

On all we here can just commence 
But long before an end 
God calls hia servant hence. 

Take courage, courage : not in vain 
The Ruler has appointed thus; 

Account it neither grief nor pniii 
Hia mercy spircth us — 
It ia the laborer'a gain. 

Here we begin to love ana kaow; 

And when God's willing grace perceives 
The plant of heav'n hath roots to grow. 

He plucks the ranker leaves, 

And doth transplant it so! 
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OLD HAUNTS — THE BATTLE OF BOI^EIA. 



OLD HAUNTS. 



I E t 1 y t k 

Wi II dw It 

In ft y t 1 t b L 

A d f 1 as I f It 

My f t f lis 1 \ tl> U Wttrf, 

Y t 1 d thl d t, 

W th t d I t U d 

It f g tt p t. 

Old pi h h f m 

Tl tt 

OH {ac — h I I t 

Their kindly looks again ! 
Yet, these are gone: — while all ari 

la changeable as air, 
111 anchor in the solid ground, 

And root my memories there ! 



THE BATTLE OF ROLEIA. 

Ye children of tie veterans 

Who fought for faithless Spain, 
And for ungrateful Portugal 

Pour'd out their blood like rain, — 
Come near me, and hear me. 

For I would tell you well 
How gallantly your fathers fought, 

Or gloriously they fell ! 
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I sing Rokia's bloody etrife, 

The first of many frays 
When iron Wellesley led us on 

Invincible always ; 
Roleia gay and ever green, 

Festooned with vines end ilowers, 
Roleia, Bcorch'd and blood-bedew'd,— « 

And half that blood was ours ' 

The seienteenth of August, 

It fihone out bright and clear, 
And still we prefsd tho rrenchman's flank, 

And hung upon his reir 
From Bnlos and Obidos 

Hid we driven the bold Laborde, 
And now among the mo inlain rocfes 

\\ e sought hun with the sword ' 

All golden IS the plain with wheat, 

All purple are the hills. 
With luscious imeyarda ripe and sweet, 

And laced with crjstal riilo , 
Yet must the nils run down with gore, 

The corn be trampled red. 
Before Roleia s threahmg floor 

Is glutted with her dead ! 

O cheerily the bugles spoke. 

And all our hearts beat high 
When over Monte Junto broke 

The sun upon the sky ; 
Eight early from Ohldos 

We gladly sillied, then 
A goodly host, in columns three, 

Of fourteen thousand men. 

Brare Ferguson led on the left, 

And Trant the flanking right, 

With iron Arthur in the midst. 
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IHE BATTLE OF EOLEIA.. 

The focua of the fight; 
And fast by Wellealcy'a gillant side 

The CraQfurd rode amain. 
And Hill, the British soldier's pride, 

And Nightingale, and Fane. 

Crouching like a tiger, 

In hia high and rocky lair, 
The Frenchman howled and showed hia teeth, 

And — wished he wasn't there; 
For Craufiird, Hill, and Nightingale, 

Flew at him as he lay, 
And up our gallant fellows sprang 

As bloodhounds on the prey! 

And, look ! we hunt the bold Laborde 

To Zambugeira's height — 
While Trant with Fane and Ferguson 

Outflank him left and right; 
And then with cheers we charge the front, 

With cheers the foe reply, — 
No child's play was that battle brunt, 

We swore to win or die ! 

Rattled loud the muskets' roar, — 

Wc atrugg-Ied man to man, — 
The rugged rocks were washed in gore, 

With gore the gullies ran '. 
Fiercely th ougl tlose no nla'n pitha 

Our bloodj ay ve f ce — 
And find in st eng h upo he 1 c gl ts 

The Frenchman f ot and ho se 

Ah, then, my N nth and T venty n nth, 

Your courage waa too hot, 
For down on your disordered ranlts 

Secure they pour the shot; 
But all their horse and foot and guns 

Could never make you fly, — 
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The losing Frenchman lights and runs, 
But Britons fight — and die! 

Up to the rescue, Ferguson ! 

And keep the hard-fought hill ; 
Their chiefs are picked off, one by one, 

And lo, they rally still ; 
They rally, and rush stoutly on, — 

The bold Laborde gives way, — 
The day is lost ! the day is won ! 

And ours is the day ! 

Then, well retreating, sage and slow. 

Alternately in mass 
With charging horse, the wily foe 

Gains Euna's rocky pass ; 
And tefl us thus Roleia's field, 

WlUi other fields in store, 
Vimiera, Torres Vedras, — 

And half a hundred more ! 



RETROSPECT. 

How many years are fled — 
H y f d d d 

Al h w f t 

Th p t h th p t,— 
Hw p dlylf hth pd 

Places th t k w m f y re 
K w m f th r- 

A 1 t th h 
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PEACE AND QUIETNESS. 

Thoughts and things each day 
Seem to be fading away , 

Yet this iii, I i*ot, 

Tlieir lot to tie not 
Continuing in one stay 

A mingled mesh it eeemH 
Of fax-f and fincj s gleams, 

I Bcarcp la\e power 

Prom hour Id hour 
To separate things from dreams. 

Darkh, 11 m a glas',. 

Like a vain eladow they pass, 
Their wajs they nend 
And t"nd to an end, 

Tho goal of lif , alaa 1 

Alas' and wherefpre so' — 
Be glad for this passing show 1 
The world and ts lust 
Back must to their dust 
Before the "ioul can grow 

Expand 1 mv willing mmil, 
Thy nobler lift, to find, 
Thj clildhood leave 
N r gntie to bereave 
Thine sgc of tojs behind 



PEACE AND QUIETNESS. 

Pe th p t ph I b tl 

Adyl dg thdwybwe 

A trell f f t th hta t th 

Wl th tsdttf ryflw 

13 
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HACTENUS. 
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t d p t 

Th g mSl fmyptiarar 

Of d 1 I d d t d wh I th nk 

I I ft t 1 f b f 

B t as w d h tl th 

D ttliadtmy df es k 

L k J J d Alp p p t b k 

An KVBlain,he is tottering — one breath 
lioosciis an icy ch a — t falla — it falls, 

FilliDg- the buried gl and glades with death ! 

Or as, when on the mou ana aiiite walls 
The hunter spies a chan o a — hush! be calm, 

A word will scare t — e en bo ny Mind 
Creative, encrg z n seek the balm 

Of Quiet: Solitude and Peace conibin'd. 



THE EAELY GALLOP. 
{Written m Ihe sadlle on the crown of my hat.) 

Ah d y m ng, 

B f th bl d 

T h p d ff h gh-mettled horse, 

O th 1 II y — 

T d k h n h t breath of the goise, 

A d h th b e of the Downs, 
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ASCOT: JUNE 3, 1347. — WHEN HERO WON. 299 

Ha ! man f y t h bl: I k this 

In aH th J y f 

With 11 d grat f I t t j m 

Th 1 k t h t hyra 

And tl f tl p ng 

Ad g tl Ch i) 
Topyf dpatd dl t 

W tl 11 th p y 

The b d 1 tl b ai d h 1 p ring trees, 

Adhtl bdpt thd — 
To b n- tl th Ij w 1 pp rs 

A d p th p t 

The ff w th 1 li I in 

A d b d It ! 
To dish t g 11 1 tl pi 

H Itf g Id p t 

Thi th t! r g d e 

R 1 h a w 

And y tl t b \ pi 1 most, 

A d th t f 

Com t t t hi Ik this, 

& II p tl D 



ASCOT: JUNE 3, 1817. — WHEN IIEliO WON 

MoDERW Olynipii' ehorn of all their pride — 
The patriot spirit, and unlurred praise — 
Thou art o type of tiieae degenerate daya 

When love of simple honor all hath died; 

Oh dusty, gaj, and eager multitude, 

Agape for gold — No' do not thus condemn; 

Fot hundreds htre are innocent, and good, 

And young, and fair, among, — but not of— tliem; 
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And hundreds more enjoy, with gratitude, 
This well-earned holiday, bo bright and green: 
Do not condemn ! it is a stirring scene, 

Though vanity and folly fill it up; 

Look, how the mettled racers please the Queen 

Ha, brave John Day — a Hero wins the cup ! 



LIFE. 

A dmffftt tfd 

A p m It t w J 

V h p f m I 1 1 Its d hades, 

Ahq dlby If It dd 
Tl IS If p J gy fl d 

Wh 1 w h ta f 11 w th y press ; 

To-d y ytdy dhp y gbd 

H frut ] to-m w tl 
Still th y p d b 1 g 

P tt d f tt t pi g d w 

Th 1 in d th d d I ii thro 

W th 1 ttl h d f H 1 J wn, 

And 1 tl re f tl i> ght 
So w Ih h t d 



WATERLOO. 

Thermopyl*; and Cante 
Were glorious fields of yore, 

Leonidas and Hannibal 
Right fam 
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But we can claim a nobler nime, 

A field more glorious too, 
The chief who thus achieved for us 

Viotorioua Waterloo, 

Let others boaat of CtEsar's host 

Led on by Cesar's slii]], 
And how fierce Attila could rout. 

And Alaric could kill; — 
But we — right well, O hear me tell 

What British troopa can do. 
When marshalled by a Wellington, 

To win a Waterloo ! 

O for a Pindar's harp lo tune 

Tho triumphs of that day 1 
O for a Homer's pictured words 

To paint the fearful fray! — 
Alas, my tongue and harp ill-strung 

In feeble tones and few, 
Hath little skill — yet right good will 

To sing of Waterloo. 

Then gather round, my comrades, 

And hear a soldier tell 
How full of honor was the day 

When — every man did well! 
And though a solilier's speech be rough 

His heart is hot and true, 
While thus he tells of Wellington, 

At hard-fought Waterloo. 

Sublimely calm, our iron Duke, 

A lion in his lair. 
Waited and watched with sleepless eye 

To see what Prance would dare, 
Nor deign'd to siic from Brussels 

Until ho surely knew 
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What? Ehould the Imnter waste his strength, 

Nor holil his good hounds hack 
Before he knows they near the foea 

And open on the track ? 
No : let " surprise " blight Frenchmen's eyes, 

For truly they shall rue 
The giant skill that, stern and still. 

Drew them to Waterloo ! 

Hotly the couriers gallop up 

To Richmond's festive scene, — 
Alone, alone the chieftain stood 

Undaunte'd and serene ; 
Ready, ready, — staunch and steady, — 

And forth the orders flew 
That marched ns off to Quatre Bras, 

And whelming Waterloo. 

Begin, begin with Quatre Bras, 

That twin-horn field of fame 
Where many a gallant deed was done 

By many a gallant name. 
That bftttle-field, which seemed to yield 

An earnest and review 



We heard from far old Blucher'a guns 

At Ligny's blazing street, 
Agd hurried on to Weimar's aid. 

Right glad the foe to meet ; 
A score of miles to Quutre Bras ; 

But still to anna we stood. 
And cheerly rushed witliout a pause 

To win the Boissy wood ■ 
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WATERLOO. 

Then, just lilte cowards, three to one, 

Before we could deploy. 
To crush us, Ney and Excelmans 

Flew down with fiendish joy ; 
But stout we stood in hollow squares, 

And foug'ht, and kept the ground. 
While lancer spears and cuirassiers 

Were charging us all round: 

Aye, aye, my men, we battled then 

Like wolves and bears at hay, 
And thousands there among the dead 

With sable Brunswick lay: 
And back to back in that attack 

The Ninety second fought, — 
And "steadily" the Twenty-eighth 

Behaved as Britons ought. 



Then up came Maitland ' 


vith the guards, 


Hurrah! they clear the 


wood; 


But, still the furious Frenchman charged, 


And still we I tij t 
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gl ty men, 


The veterans of wax. 





The God of battles help'd us soon 
As godless FraDce drew nigh, 
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IIACTENUS. 

It was the great eighteenth of June, 
The eon was getting high; — 

And suddenly two hundred guna 
At once, ivilh thundering throats, 

Peal'd out their dreadful overture 
In deep volcano notes ! 

Then, hy ten thousanda, horse and ibot, 

Came on the foaming Gaul, 
And still with bristling front we etood 

As solid as a wall : 
And stout Macdonnell's Hougoumont, 

The centre of the van. 
Was storm'd and storm'd and storm'd — ii 

— He held it like a man! 

O who can count the myriad deeds 

That hundreds did in fight? 
Ponsonby falls, and Picton bleeds. 

And — both are quenched in night; 
And many a hero subaltern 

And hero private too 
Beat Ajaji end Achilles both 

In winning Waterloo!. 

What shall I say on that dread day 

Of Ferrier and his band? 
Ten times he chased the foes away, 

And charged them sword in hand; 
Six of those ten he led his men 

With blood upon his brow, — 
And weakly in the eleventh died 

To live in glory now ! 

Or, give a stave to Shaw the brave, 

— In death the hero sleeps, — 
Hemm'd by a score, he knockd them o'ei 

And hewed them down in heaps; 



Hosted by Google 



WATERXOO. 

Til], wearied out, die lion stout 

Beset aa by a pack 
Of hungry hounds, fell full of wounds, 

But none upon his back ! 

And Halket then before his men 

Dash'd forward, and made prize 
(While both the linea in wonderment 

Could scarce believe their eyes) 
Of a gaily-plumed French General 

Haranguing his array 
But Haltet caught him speech and all, 

And bore liim right a vay ! 

Tliee too Dp r aw \ generous chief, 

For fhce a niU c b,. lound,— 
\\(uidej to death he scom'd relief 

\VhiLt others bJel -u-ound ; ' 
And D Oyley and Pitzg'erald died. 

Just as the day was won,— 
And Gordon, by hs general's side — 

The side of Wellington! 

And Somerset and Uxbrid^-e then 

Gave eal a Imb t d th 
Curzon and C nni g h d ti nien 

With th I t dj g b th 
And gall t M II tr k n 
Wthf t tl e s 

B n? m my I ^ ^^ ^ , 

1 ! n 1 till h d .'" 

Th t B Id t n, 

\ y Po q f lent ik pas? 

Et d V 11 to - 

BtVlIn^ til hid his own 
F e ght d ] ad more 
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HACTENUS. 
" Why comes not Marshal Blucher down ? 

"Up, goirds, and at them! charge!" — the 

Like forked lightning passes. 
And lance, and biiyonet, and sword 

Rush on in glittering masses ! 
Back, Back, the surging coluinna roll 

In terrified dismay. 
And onward shout against the rout 

The conqoerora of the day! 

O now, the tide of battle 

Is turn'd to seas of blood, 
When case and grape shot rattle 

Among the multitude, 
And Fates, led on by Furies, 

Destroy the flying host, 
And Chaos, mated with Despair, 

Makes al! the Joat most lost! 

Woe, woe ! thou catiS-hero, 

Thou Emperor — and slave, 
Why didst not thou, too, nobly tleed 

With those devoted brave ? 
No, no, the coward's thought was self, 

And "sauve qui pent" his cry. 
And verily at Waterloo 

Did Great Napoleon die! 

And died to fame, while vet his name 

Was on ten thousand tongues 
That trusted him, anil pray'd to hiin, 

And — curs'd him for their wrongs! 
O noble souls I Impenil Guard, 

Had your chief been but true, 
Ye would have stood and otopp'd the rout 

At crushing Waterloo. 
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■WATERLOO. 

Still as they fled from Wellington 

To Blucher's arms they flew; 
These two made up the Quatre Bras 

To clutch a Waterloo ! 
Ha! Blucher's Prussian vengeance 

Was fully sated tlien, 
When hated France upon the field 

Left forty thousand men. 

Thus, comrailes, hath a soldier told 

What Wellington's calm skill, 
When help'd by troops of British mould 

And God's almighty will, 
Against a veteran triple force 

In battle-field can do; — 
Then, three times three for Wellbgton, 

The Prince of Waterloo ! 



"ARE YOU A GKEAT READER?" 









Than mixed Falernian ; those decantered streams 
Pour'd from another's chalice into thine 

Make loss of wisdom than the scholar dreams; 
Precept on precept, tedious lino on line, 

That never- thinking, ever-reading plan 

Fashion some patchwork garments for a man. 
But starve his mind ; it starves of too much meat, 

An undigested surfeit ; as for me 
I am untamed, a spirit free and fleet 

That cannot brook the studious yoke, nor be 
Like some dull grazing ox without a soul. 

But feeling racer's shoes upon my feet. 
Before my teacher starts, I touch the goal. 
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THE VERDICT. 

I LEAVE all judgments to that better world 

And my more righteous Judge: for He shall tell 

In the dread day when from their thrones are hurl'd 
Each human tyranny and earthly spell. 
That which alone of all He knowefh well — 

The heart's own secret ; He shall tell it out 
With all the feelings and the sorrows there. 

The fears within, the foes that henim'd without, 
Neglect, and wrong, end calumny and care : 
For He hath saved thine every tearful pray'r 

In His own lachrymal ; and noted down 

Each unconsidered grief with tenderest love : 

Look up ! beyond the cross behold the crown. 
And for all wrongs below all rights above ! 



GUERNSEY. 

Guernsey! to me and in my partial eyes 

Thou art a holy and enchanted isle, 

Where I would linger long, and muae the while 
Of ancient thoughts and solemn memories, 

Quickening the tender tear or pensive smile : 
Guernsey! — for nearly thrice a hundred years 
Home of my fathers ! refuge from their fears, 

And haven to their hope, — when long of yore 
Fleeing Imperial Charles and bloody Rome 

Protestant martyrs, to thy seagirt shore 
They came to seek a temple and a home, 

And found thee generous, — I their son would pour 
My heart full all of praise end thanks to thee. 
Island of welcomes, — friendly, frank, and free! 
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ALL'S EIGHT — THE COMPLAINT. 



ALL'S RIGHT. 



O METER despair at the troubles of life, 

All's right! 
In the midst of anxiety, peril, and strife, 

All'3 right! 
The cheerflil philosophy never was wrong 
That ever puts thia on the tip of my tongue 
And mates it my glory, my strength, and my song, 

All's right! 

The Pilot beside us is steering ua still, 

All's right! 
The Champion above us is guarding from ill, 

All's right! 
Let others who know neither Father nor Friend 
Go trembling and doubting in fear to the end,^ 
For me, on this motto I gladly depend, 

AU's right! 



THE COMPLAINT OF AN ANaENT BRITON 

DiaiHTERRED BY ARCHSOLOOlSXa. 

Two thousand years agone 

They heaped my battle grave, 
And each a tear and each a stone, 

My mourning warriors gave ; 
For I had borne me well, 

And fought as patriots fight, 
Till, like a British chief, I felt 

Contending for the right- 
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IIACTENU3. 

Seamed with many a wounJ, 

All weakly did I lie; 
My foes were dead or dying round, — 

And thus I joyed to die ! 
For their marauding crew 

Came treacherously to kill, — 
The many came against the few 

To storm our sacred hill. 
We battled and bled. 

We won, and paid the price, 
For I, tJie chief, lay down with the dead, 

A willing sacrifice ! 
My liegemen wailed me long. 

And treasured up my bones, 
And reared my kist secure and strong 

With tributary stones ! 
High on the breezy down 

My native hili'a own breast 
Nigh to the din of mine ancient town, 

They left me to ray rest 
I hoped for peace and calm 

Until my judgment hour. 
And then to awake for the victor's palm 

And patriot's throne of power! 
And lo, till this dark day 

Did men my grave revere : 
Two thousand years had passed away, 

And still I slumbered here: 
But now, there broke a noise 

Upon my silent home, 
Twas not the Resurrection voice 

That hurst my turfy tomh, — 
But men of prying mind, 

Alas, my fellow men, 
Ravage my grave, my bones to find 

With sacreligious ken! 
Mine honor doth abjure 

Your new barbarian race ; 
Restore, restore my bones secure 
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FAELEY nEATH. 

To some more secret place ! 
With mattock and with spade 

Ye dare fo break my rest; 
The pious mound 13 all unmade 

My clan had counted blest: 
Take, take, my buckler's boss, 

My sword, and spenr, and chain, — 
Steal all ye can of this world's dross, 

But — rest niy bones again! 
I know your modern boast 

Is light, and learning's spread, — 
Learn of a. Celt to show them most, 

In honor to Ibe Dead! 



FARLEY HEATH, 



Many a day have I whiled away 

Upon hopeful Farley Iieatli, 
In its antique soil digging for spoil 

Of possible treasure beneafh ; 
For Celts, and qnerns, and funeral urns. 

And rich red Samiun ware, 
And sculptured atones, and centurion's bones 

May all lie buried there '. 

How calmly serene, and glad have I been 

From mom till eve to stay. 
My Surrey serfs turning the turfs 

The happy live-long day ; 
With eye still bright, and hope yet alight, 

Wistfully watching the mould 
Ab the spade brings up fragments of things 

Fifteen centuries old ! 
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HACTENTJS. 

Pleasant and rare it was to be there 

O J J d f J 
W th th 1 11 y d g 

St pd U I 
Wh b tv 1 1 1 f tl 1 gl d 

F m th d d d mpl 1 

Ad y g 1 y w h 1 

Whispereth tenderest tales ! 
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VeB ; eceiy etone haa a tale of its own — 

A volume of old lore ; 
And this white sand from many a brand 

Has polished gouts of gore ; 
When Holmbury-height had ita beacon light, 

And Cantii held old Leith, 
And Rome stood then with hia iron men 

On ancient Farley heath ! 

How many a group of that exiled troop 

Have here sung songa of liome, 
Chanting aloud to a wondering crowd 

The gloriea of old Rome ! 
Or lying at length have baak'd their strength 

Amid this heather and gorae, 
Or down by the well in the larch-grown dell 

Watered the hlack war-iiorso ! 

Look, look ! my day-dream right ready would se 
The past with tha present to join, — 
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WISDOM. 

For see ! I have found in this rare ground 

An eloquent green old coin. 
With turquoise rust on its Emperor's liust, — 

Some CiBsar, august Lord; 
And the legend terse, and the classic reverse, 

"Victory, valor's reward! — " 
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WISDOM. 

It is the way we go, the way of life , 

A drop of pleasure in a sea of pain, 
A grain of peace amirj a load of strife, 

With toil and grief, and grief and toil again: 
Yea: — but for this; the firm and faithful breast, 

Bolder than lion's, conlidont and strong, 
That never doubts its birthrigiit to be blest, 

And dreads no evil wliilc it does no wrong: 
U 
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HACTENUS. 

:i th w a ra f 1 and serene, 

T J G a II p t ce and prayer and trust, 

{ t t t] t bl f th shifling scene 

S ply d ibliraely just: 

t th n h ! th my heart within, — 

?h n f or grief but — Sin. 



THE HEART'S HUSBAND. 
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PROPHETS — "WHEAT-COEN, AND CITA-FF. 315 



PHOPHETS. 
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WHEAT-CORN, AND CHAFF. 

M litti 1 re g f d I f t w y 

Adlltlhtf J ai dnil 
Bd ytm ythfhk dhl 
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THE HAPPY MAN. 

A HAN of no regrets, 

He goes his sunny way 
Owing the past no load of debts 

The present cannot pay: 
He wedded his first love, 

Nor loved anotlior since ; 
He sets his nobler hopea ahove; 

He reigns in joy a Prince! 

A man of no recrets 
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HERALDIC. 

High in Battle's antlered hall 

Ancient as its Abbey wall. 

Hangs a helmet, brown with rual, 

Cobweb'iJ oer, and tliick in dust 

High It hangs, 'mid pikes and bows 

Scowling still at spectral foes. 

Proud and stem, with uzot down, 

And fearful in its feudal frown 

When I saw what aid thee, heart, 

■\\ hereforo should I atop and start' 

That old helm, with tliat old crest, 

Is more to mt, than all the rest, 

Battered broken, though it be, 

That old holm is all to me 

Ijn blirk grcjhound knoweth well 

Many a tale hath it to tell 

How in troublous times of old 

Sires of rnine, with bearing bold, 

Btanng bold, but muLh niischmte, 

Sway'd the sword, or poised the lance, — 

Much mischance, desponding still, 

TJiey fought and foil, foreboding ill 

And their scallop, gulea with blood, 

Fessed amid the azure flood, 

Show'd the pilgrim, slain afar 

O'er the sei, m IIolj War 

\i hile that faithful greyhound black 

Vainly watch'd the ivild boat's track ; 

And the legend and the name 

Proved al! lost but hope and fame,— 

Tout * est perdti, fors I'honneur, 

Mas "L''£spa{r est ma force" sans peur. 
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THE TRUE EPICURE. 

How saidst thou? — Pleasure: why, my hfe ia pleas 
My daya are pleaaantneas, my nights aro peace; 
I drink of joys which neitlier cloy nor cease, 

A well that gushes bleaaings without measure. 
Ah, thou fiQSt little heed how rich and glad, 

How happy ia my soul in her full treasure, 
Hoiv seldom hut for honest pity sad, 
How constantly at calm! — my very cares 
Are Eweetneaa in my cup, as heing sent;' 

And country quiet and retired leisure 

Keep ma from half the common fears and snares; 
And I have learnt the wisdom of content : 

Vea, and, to crown the cup of peace with praise. 

Both God and man have bleat my works and waya. 



THRENOS. 

Vahi tyddhp dfra 

Dim fl tt ph. tu f d parted y rs 
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life, I do forgot thee ; I look back. 

And lo, the desert wind has swept my track; 

1 stand upon this hare and aolid ground, 
And, strangely wakened, wonder all around; 

How came I here? and whence? and whither tend' 



Hosted by Google 



nmENOs. 
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THE DEAD. 



I « d d 

Th p p ne before, 

A d w ti Ih t peaceful shore 

T m t Ih w 1 m loolsa 

tmd k m y t once more 

II til d d 

A d f dly d th y f ncy paint 
E h d Id from earthly taint. 
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Tl i s, holy dead, 
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TIIE DEAD. 

In all their best of words 

and deeds and ways and will. 

I liless the dead ! 
Their good, half choked by this world's weeds, 
Is blooming now in heavenly meads, 
And ripening golden fruit, 

of all those early seeds. 



■I trust the dead! 

There are no clouds on heart or brow, 
But spirit, reading spirit, 

answereth glow for glow. 
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Vet, I Ipl d d 
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HACTEMUS. 
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TO AMERICA 



TO AMERICA: 



Colombia, child of Britain, — noblest child, 

I praise the growing lustre of thy worth, 
And fain would see thy great heart leconcil'd 

To love the mother of so blest a birth : 
For we are one, Columbia! still the same 
In lineage, language, laws, and ancient fame, 

The natural nobility of earth; 
Yea, we are one ; the glorious (lays of yore. 
When dear old England earn'd her storied namo. 
Are thine as well aa ours for evermore ; 

And thou hast rights in Milton, cv'n as we. 
Thou too canst claim' "sweet Shakspeare's wood-notea wild," 

And chiefest, brother, we are both made free 
Of one Religion, pure and undefil'd ! 
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Let Bged Bntain claim t)ie 1 Pas 

A shining track of bright dm I ty d ds 
For thee I prophesy the Fut t 

Whereof the Presoiit so g t d 

Corraplion and decay com tl k d f t 

O'er poor old England ; > t f w d k ye i 
And we must die aa natio d d f y re 
But, in the millions of thy t 1 

Thy patriots, sages, war rs t- 1 

We live 8g«in, Columbia! y a, 

Unto a thousand generat 1 

The mother in the ch Id t 11 U W t 

Through Thee shall W th 1 t bl 

Ev'n as our Orient w Id n U bl t 



Thou noble scion of an ancient root, 

Born of the forest-king '. spread forth, spread forth, - 
High to the stars thy tender leaflets shoot, 

Deep dig thy fibres round the ribs of earth ! 

Prom sea to sea, from South to icy North, 

It must ere long be thine, through good or ill, 
To stretch thy sinewy boughs: Go, wondrous child! 
The glories of thy destiny fulfil; — 

Remember then thy motlier in her age, 
Shelter her in the tempest, warring wild, 

Stand thou with us when all the nations rage 
So furiously together!^ we are one: 

And, through all time, the calm historic page 
Shall tell of Britain blest in thee her eoD. 
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■W^IJJKOTON AND HIS AIMY. 32S 

THE THANKS OF PARLIAMENT TO 
WELLINGTON AND HIS ARMY. 

Out sp k t 

Cone t d 1 li 

While nn d 1 tta rejoice, 

And 11 U pi g 

Out sp k Id E 1 d tl 

By p 1 t d by p 

By all h b t d t m 



W!io hn m tl Id to t. 

All ho t th b — 

The 1 d tl d d — 

Who ly f gl t t bi A ve, 

And 1 th hjdra 1 d 

All hono 1 11 th 1 

To y m th 
Sason C It C \ M lO, 

Wh f It th W U t 



To q t d 

By Al m d n b t 1 wftU 
Or d p t \ J 

And h 1 11 tl y tr 

Aga t th d U 

When F t d p th thi 
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HACTENUa 

All heroG3 I oroes st II 

For LuB tan as r gl t 
Be red Rolpas h dfoight hill, 

And V era a fij^l t 

And stout tt o heroca stood 

On Talave a a day 
And ^ rote the r qupring names ii 

At & 1 nancas frar 

Still heroes on ll v ent 

O'er C rJad o go y fosse, 
And St n Sebast an s batdement, 

And thunde ng Bad joz 

Antl, heroes ever ta ght 
Old So It to fly anl yield, 

Shouting V ctory ai they fought 
On red Vittoria's field ; 

And, heroes nye, they flow 
To Orlhez, conquering jet, 

Until, at whelming Walprloo, 
The Frenchmin'a sun had set' 

Then, thanks ' thoa glorious chief, 
And thanks' je gillant band, 

Who, under God, to man'g relief 
Stretched out the saving ban! . 

All Britain thinks joii well. 
By peasmt, peer, and king. 

To all v'ho fought for ua, or fell, 
Immortal honors bring ' 

Peal fast the mer:y chime. 

And bid the cannon roar 
In praise of heroes, whom all ttnio 

Shall cherish e 
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PAIN — ADRIAN'S APOSTROPKE. 



p rn — bone doth ache, 

Ad m d p d d wn her cell 



Add 



Just at the ebbing a^ony of life. 



TOREE VERSIONS OF ADRIAN'S APOSTEOPHE, 

Animoia, vagula, blandule, 
Hospea, comesque, corporis, 
Que nunc abibia in loca? 
Pallidula, rigidi, nuduU, 
Hec, ut soles, dabis jocos ? 



Pk-isnnt liftle fluttering sprite, 
Long' my bosom's merry guest, 

Whitl'^r no«- to \^m^ thj flight? 

Ah ' thou frozen little wight, 
Pale, and naked and unblest, 
Never more a jibe or jest' 
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Si'ft little buttcrfly-gimst of my heart, 
Whither non- flittest tliou, spirit of mine 

Woe, — for thy merriment mu3t it depart 
Naked and frigid and pallid to pine? 



Soul tl t ny t ant dear 
Bosom t e d lor n any a year, 
Restless little darl ng aay 
Wl tier Bteale^t thuu avay? 

Pall d as a fa nting ma il 
Naked cy cold afra d 
la then all Ihy w t n va n — 
SI alt thou c er lauj^i aga n ? 



NO SURRENDER. 



EtER constant, ever true, 

Let the word be, No surrender; 

Boldly dare and greatly do ! 

This shall bring ua bravely through, 
No surrender, No surrender; 

And though Fortune's emilea be few 

Hope is always springing new. 

Still inspiring me and you 

With a magic — No surrender! 

Nail the colors to the mast. 

Shouting glad. No surrender! 
Troubles near are all but past — 
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NEVER MIND. 

Serve them as you did the last, 
Ko surrcniler, No surrender' 

Though tlie skiPs !)e overcast 

And upon the sipety blast 

Diaappointmenta gather fast. 

Beat tliem oiF mth No Surrender! 

Constant and cocragpniis still. 

Mind, thp word 11 No surrender; 
Battle, tho it be uplull. 
Stagger not at aepmrag ill. 

No surrendei. No surrender ' 
Hope, — and thus your hope fulGJ, — 
There's a wa\ «here there's a will, 
And the Kav all cares to liill 
Is to give them — No smrender! 



NEVER MIND. 



Soui, be Btro g nhateer betide 
God 1 nielf a guard and gu de — 
\\ h mj Fall er it s le 

Ne er n 1 

Clo ds and la hne h I o er near 

Men B hearts fa 1 ng then for fear 

B t be thou of rght good cheer 

Never n ind 

Cone what may some wo k s don( 
Pa e the FatI or th "h tl e Son 
Goals are ga d and pr zes won 
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IIACl-ENUS. 

And f th k' Ik black 

All tl paat b h d y b k, 
Is b git 1 bl d tra k; 



Sta d p b t til, 

W k ng t thy M t r" will, 
C mp g 1 d q ill; 



FgJt i II I 
D k t mpt t 
Th thy p d 



th tl d 1 ds above 
f h b f love ; 



THE CROMLECH DU TUS, GUERNSEY.' 

H 1 1 Id 

II h g b ti Id 

Lk m m th I lid t 1 p 

By tl m g d p 

T 11 tl y t b 

G t h th f nd t t — 

Wl h 11 t 11 th f 1 1 

M y C 1 h t Tl \ I 

E tl 1 as It h y t mb 

Superstition a (hrone of gloom. 

Where, in black sepulchral state, 

• See an iiiicresihi; iiniJci by Mr F C I ulii=, in ihe Archa^oloEifol Journal foi 
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THE CROMLECn DU TUS. 

Ilig-h the hoodfd Spottre sate 
Tprrihle inrt ihrrngd bj lears 
Brooding' for a tJioiisand jeara 
^s a thundercloud aboie 
All that wretched men may love, — 
Is there no grim witness near 
That shall whisper words of fear, 
Every brother's heart to thrill, 
Every brother's blood to chill. 
While thy records are reicaled, 
And tliy masteries unsealed' 
Lift, with Titan toil and pain, 
L ft the lid by might and main, — 
Lift (he hd and look withm 
On — thi9 charnel hou=e of Sm' 
O, twin brethren, hon and when 
D»elt ye in this rock; dt,n' 
Rise dread maKjra' for yonr bones 
Chron cle these cromlech Btoneo ' 
Use, je grisly, ghastly piir, 
— Skeletons' how came je there — 
Kneeling starkly side bj side 
More like hie than those «ho died? 
More like life ? — O h hat a spell 
Of horror cowers in that celP 
More hke life' — Alive they «ent 
Into that Htono tenpment. 
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HACTENUS. 

While the victima slowly died, 
Link'd together side by side. 
Till in manacled mad strife 
Both had struggled out of life! 

Yea; some idol claiui'd the price 
Of this living sacrifice ; 
Some grim demon's dark high priest 
Bound these slaves for Oilin'a feast. 
Offering up with ritea of hell 
Human pangs to Thor or Bel! — 

Christians, ponder on these bonea; 
Kneel around the Cromlech-stones ; 
Kneel and thank our God ehove 
That His name, Hia heart is Love, 
That His thirst is, — not for blood. 
But — for Joy and gratitude ; 
That He bids no soul be sad, 
But is glad to make us g'lad ; 
That Ho loves not man's despair, 
But delights to bless hia prayer! 



A FAMILY PICTURE. 

M 1 ttl J d 1 y p tl f earth. 

H i dij d I t ph tl 1.1 f J b th; 

H w h artily f pra d h ly f pray rs, 

I y am upon y u 1 h my d ar d 1 gl if 1 

h Id h ppy wdfp yjwl dmj gold. 

My t f d t II w d 1 11 y t f d vhen old, 

1 » II b y th D t y u pi ym t d guide. 



B th M to and T I 



t J 
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A FAMILY PICTTniE. S33 

I mill be every thing to lou, your sympatliizinf friPiid, 

To teach, ftnd help, and lead ind b!es=', anl comfort, and defend; 

come lo me and tell mp all and ye 'hnll find me true, 
A brother m adieraity to fight it out i>t jou' 

Yea, sina or follies, gmfs or cart,i, or joung affe tion's thrall, 
Fear not, for I am on" with yoi, and I Iiavc le!t thpm all, 

1 Hill bo tender, just, and kind, unwilling to rcpro\e, 
I Hill do all to bless you all by wisdom and bj loie 

O bles'.td boon and gain to me, O mprcy, praise, and pride' 
Ye lacl. none other heritage jour father's name beside 
When I am dc^d, vonr little ones ehall read my words with glee, 
Wlicn they are dead, thoir little ones will still remember me 

My tender bibeii delighted I revien you as ^e stand, 
A pretty troop of fairies anl young cherubs hand in hand, 
And teli out all your names to be a dear familiar sound 
Whereter English hearths and hearts about the world abound 

My eldest, of the sparkling ejes mj niin nine jeara old. 
Thou thoughtful good example of the loiing little fold. 
My Ellin, they shall hear of thee, fair spiril, holy child, 
The truthful and the well resolved, the liheril and the mild 

And thee, my Mary, nhat of thee' — the beauty of thy face' 
The coyly pretty «hims and iiavs that ray thee round with grace' 
— O more than these , a dear wnrm heart that Btill must thrill 

With pure affection's sunshine and with feeling's Oierflow' 

Thou too, my gentle live jew old, fair Mirgaret the pearl, 
A quiet, sick, and suflermg chill, sweet pitiput 1 IIIl girl, — 
Yet gay withal and frolicsome at times nilt thou appear. 
And like a bell thy merry vo L.e nngs rnu'ical and clear 

And nc\t my Selnjn, pttcious boy, a glorious joung mind, 
The scn=iine the pasimmtp the noble, and the kind. 
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Whose light brnwn lock? bedropt with gold, and la'ge eyes MI 

of kie, 
And gcnTous naturt, mingle iiell the hon and the dove. 

The laat, an infant tootlilesi on^, noiv priltlinnf on my knee, 
Whose bland benevolent, soft face i'- shining npon me; 
Another silver star upon our calm doinp=tic sky, 
Another seed of hnppv hopp, dropt kindly from on high. 

This sealeth up the sum to ij«, my lo\ed and loving wife, 
Bo thp?e to UB fhe pleasure and the business of lite 
And thou to mp, whit art thou not' throigh infani'y and youth. 
And manhoods prime, as now, my all of constancy and truth! 

A happy man, — be this my praise, — not riches rank, or fame, 
A happy man, with meana enough, — no other lot or name: 
A happy man, with jou for frend», my children nnd my wife, — • 
— Ambition la o'ervaulteii here in all that gladdens life! 

Yes I leave me to mv h^ppj thoujrhta, and these about me still. 
In ancient «oods of Alburj, or on ni) fre=h Furzt Hill; 
And, children teath ^our children, too, by righteousness to stand, 
For BO they shall inherit peace and blessings in the land. 



POSTSCRIPT. 
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EREATA — IMPKOMPrU. 

Tlie pledge and promise of our Father's love ! 
God guard the babe ; and cherish the young child 
And bless the boy with nurture wise and mild; 
And lead the kd, and yearn upon the youth ; 
And make the man a man of trust and truth; 
Through life and death uphold him all his days. 
And then translate him to Thyself ivitli praise ! 



O FRIENDS an 1 brithers jud^c me nof unheara , 

Make not a mn offender for a word 

For often liaie I nited aeeming fault 

That harai'd my rhymt"", and made my rPn^ons imit 

Whilst all that error was some prmt^r's sloth, 

Who, scorning rhyme and reaonn, slew them both 

Be ye then Uberal to your far off friend, 

Where garbled guess hnn and where maimd dmend 

Trust him fir W!t, when tjpes haie marrd the iv >rd. 

And wisdom, too, nhi.re only bloi-kheada err d 



IMPROMPTU. 



Lady, tlioil lovest high and holy Thought, 
And nobia deeds, and hopes sublime or beauteous, 

rhou lovest charities in secret wrought. 
And all thiiigs pure and generous and duteous ; 
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HACTENUS. 

What then if these be drest in robes of power, 
Trimnphant words, that thrill the lieart of m 

Conquering for good beyond the flitting hour. 
With stately march, and music in the van? 



) I.0KGFEI.L0W S POEH 01* H\RS, IN VI 

THon lover of the bkie of Mars 
Come out witl me to n ght, 

For 1 ha e found araono- the 'tars 
A name of nobler I gl t 

Thy boast of the inconq crcd Mind 
TI e 3t ong the ster the s 11 

M ne of the h pp or Hca t, re gnd 
To \\ sdn 3 holy w 11 

Thpy cjU my star by Bea tys lame, 
Tl e ge tie Q, ePn oi Love 

And look ho V f r s tender fltme 
Is flickering above : 

Stat of peace, O torch of hope, 
I hail thy precious ray, 

A diftmond on the ebon cope 
To shine the dark away. 

Within my heart there is no light 
But coroeth from nbovo, 

1 give the first watch of the night 
To the swoct planet. Love : 
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"THE ■\VAUM YOUNG HEAItT." 

The star of Charity and Truth, 
Of cheerful thoughts mi sage, 

The lamp to guide my steps in youth, 
And gladden mine old age I 

brother, yield: (hy fiery Mars, 

For all his mailed might. 
Is not ao strong among the stars 

As mine, the Queen of night: 

A Qneen to shine all nights away, 
And make the morn more clear, 

Contentment gilding every day, — 
— There is no tivilight here! 

Yes ; in a trial world like this . 

Where all that comes — is eent, 
Learn how divine a thing it is 

To smile and be content ! 



'THE WARM YOUNG HEART.' 



A BEA0TIFUI. face, and a form of grace 

Were a pleasant sight to see, 
And gold, and gems, and diadems. 

Right excellent they bo; 
But beauty and gold, tho' both bo untold. 

Are things of a worldly mart, 
The wealth that I prire, above ingots or eyes. 

Is a heart, — a warm young heart! 

face most fair, sliall thy beauty compare 
With affection's glowing light ? 



Hosted by Google 



IIACTEXU3. 

O riches and pride, how pale ye beside 
Love's wealth, serene and bright! 

J spurn thee away, as a cold thing of clay, 
TIjo' gilded and carved thou art. 

For all that I prize, in ifs smiles and its sighs, 
la a heart, — a warm young heart! 



A CONSECRATION. 
Odobci- 29, 1847. 

Like some fair Nun, the pious and the chaste, 

Shalford, thy new-born temple stands sereno, 
Modestly deck'd in pure old English taste. 

The village beauty of thy tranquil scene; 
And we to-day liave made religious haste 

To see thee wedded to thy heavenly Spouse. 

Kneeling in un'son of prase a d prayer 
To lielp the offc ng of tly n a den \a^i: 

Hark ! what a th 11 g utte a e s tl ere, 
"Lift up your leals je eve last g gates," — 

As God's hicrh p est v th apst I c care 
To HIM this tent of glory consecratps 

Good work ! to be re en bered for all time, 

The seed of n ere es endless ind subl me ! 

'Comcin,tho Iv ng of Clo j " 3ca come in, 
Best here iwhile gri,at Conqueror for good ! 



A d k dl 1 by Tl y g to g t tude, 

H y th d h t 1 t as n, 

A h th 1 d f t m I I tl joy 

rh y k th r th 1 b f cyea 

V d p m f d — 
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nYMN AND CHANT. 

The tender babe baptized, the stripling boy 
Conlirm'd for godliDess, the maid and youth 

Wedded in love, the man mature made wise, 
The elilcr taught in righteousness and truth, 

And each on heir of life before he dies ! 



THE THANKSGIVING HYMN AND CHANT. 
FOR T 1847. 
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HACTENUS. 

Gaze rounil in deep emotion: 

Tlie rich anil ripen'd grain 
Is like a g-olden ocean 

Becalmed upon tbe plain ; 
And we ivlio late were weepers, 

Lest judgment should destroy, 
Now eing, because the reapers 

Are come again with joy ! 

O praise Uie hand that giveth 

— And giveth evermore — 
To every eoul that liveth 

Abundance flowing o'er ! 
For every soul He filleth 

With manna from above, 
And over all distiOeth 

The unction of His love. 

Then gatlier, Christians, gather. 

To praise with heart and voice 
The good Almighty Father, 

Who hiddeth you rejoice : 
For he hath turned the sadness 

Of his children into mirth. 
And we will sing with gladness 

The harveat-home of earth ! 



O BLESS the God of harvest, praise him through the land, 
Thank him for his precious gifts, his help, and liberal love: 
Praise him for the fields that have rendered up their riches, 
And, dressed in sunny stubbles, take their Sabbath after toil ; 
Praise him for the close-shorn plains, and uplands lying bore. 
And raeadowB, where the sweet-breathed hay was stacked in ewly 

Praise him for the wheat-sheaves, gathered safely into bam. 

And scattering now their golden drops beneath the sounding flftil; 

Praise him for the barley mow, a litde hill of sweetness ; 
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HTMN AND CRANT. 311 

Praise him for tlie clustering liop, to adii its fragrant bitter; 
Praise him for the wliolesome root, that fattened in the furrow ; 
Praise him for the mellow fruits that bend the groaning bough; 
For blessings on thy basket, and for blessings on thy store, 
For skill and labor prospered well, by gracious suns and showers. 
For mercies on tlie home, and for comforts on the hearth, 
O happy heart of this broad land, praise the God of harvest! 

All ye that have no tongue to praise, we will praise Him for you, 
And offer on our kjndling souls the tribute of your thanks ; 
Trees and shrubs and the multitude of herbs, gladdening the eyes 

with verdure, 
For all your loaves and floirers and fruits, we praise the God of 

han'est ! 
Birds, and beetles in the dust, and insects flitting on the air, 
And ye that swinj the waters in your scaly coats of mail. 
And steers, resting after labor, and timorous flocks afold. 
And generous horses, yoked in teams to draw the creaking wains, 
For ail your lives, and every pleasure solacing that lot, 
Your sleep, and food, and animal peace, we praise the God of 

harvest '. 
And ye, O some who never prayed, and tlierefore cannot praise; 
Poor darkling sons of caro and toil and unillumined night, 
Who rose betimes, but did not ask a blessing on your work. 
Who lay down late, but rendered no thank-offering for that blessing 
Which all unsought He sent, and all unknown ye gathered, — 
Alas, for you, and in your stead, we praise the God of harvest! 
O ye famine-stricken glens, whose children shrieked for liread. 
And noisome alleys of the town where fever fed on hunger, — 
O ye children of despair, bitterly bewailing Erin, 
Come and join my cheerful praise, for God hath answered prayer. 
Praise him for the better hopes, and signs of better times, 
Unity, gratitude, contentment; industry, peace, and plenty; 
Bless Him that his chastening rod is now the sceptre of forgiveness. 
And in your joy reraomber well to praise the God of harvest ! 

Come, come along with mc, and swell this grateful song. 

Ye nobler hearts, old England's own, the children of the soil : 

All ye that sowed tlie seed in faith, with those who reaped in joy, 
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SiS IIACTENUS. 

And he tint Srove the plough afielJ, with all the scattered gleiraera, 
Aod maids who milk the lowing kine, and boys that tend the sheep, 
And men that load the sluggish wain, or neatly thatch the rick, — 
Shout and sing for happiness of heart, nor stint your thrilling cheers, 
But make the merry farmer's hall resound with glad rejoicings, 
And let him spread the hearty feast for joy at harvest-home. 
And join this cheerful song of praise, — to bless the God of harvest! 



M. T. 

For — tf tt kdgdmn, 

Th Id m f ily p d t thy g t tl 
I w II mb Im th y as I in 

Ad 1 th bl t h d f rth 

For h w t 11 th era k dly t II 

B It d 1 b i f m h th 

Ever e=p t fF t II 

AdfUf f th — fllf _ 

Wea ywhthbd hrt, 

A d y t th t 1 td t g t b 

Fath I th II d t p y 

Tl h ppy d bt till d p t 
The w 11 I bl d 1 t II w y 

In th t b U Id y F th wh th 



TWO PSALMS. 
I. THE ]!)th. 

Heav'n declares its Makers glory, 
And the firmament His might; 

Day to day the wondrous story 
Echoes on, and night to night: 
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nvo rsALMs. 

All is silence, yet Creation 

Knows and hears that voiceless speech 
Which to every tribe and nation 

Doth their Maker's glory teach. 

From his chamber bright in heaven 

Lo, the bridegroom of the earth 
Gladness by his smile hath given, 

And awakes the morn to mirth : 
Not less full of life and pleasure 

la God's truth, nor less complete ; 
'Tis more precious than all treasure, 

Than the honeycomb more sweet 

It rejoices, heals, and teaches. 

Ever holy, just, and good ; 
To the inmost feeling reaches, 

And leads up the heart to God. 
Warned by that, thy servant tumeth 

To the path that tends to bliss ; 
Yet, who all his faults discerueth? 

Cleanse me, if I err in this. 

Let not pride be ruler in me. 

But deliver, guide, forgive, 
Thus, corruption quenched within m^ 

I shall be upright and live. 
Let my words and meditation, 

Ever pleasing in thy sight. 
Meet with gracious acceptation. 

My Redeemer and my Might! 

11. THE aOTH. 

Gon in time of trouble hear thee, 
And the name of Jacob's Lord 

Prom his sanctuary near thee. 
Out of Zion help afford ; 

Crown thy sacrifice with fire. 
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HACTENUS. 

All thy gifts remembered still, 

Grant thee all thy heart's desire, 

And thy choicest wish fulfil ! 

We will jny in Thy snhation, 

And «ill set our banners hig-h 
In our God' — Thy supplication 

Be accomplished at thy cry 
Now I know the Lord trorn heaven 

Saveth still his Christ from harm, 
No« to Hjin will strength be gnen 

By the might of his right arm 

Some m chanob some on horses, — 

We in God Jthoiah trust 
And while He our sure Ee-Jource is, 

Thej are fallen in the dust 
Sa\e, Jchotah, s<L(e <iiid hear u% 

King of glory, King of might ' 
When we call be ever near us,— 

Ever for tliy senanto fight' 



CONFESSION. 

A hwmy dbttth<rs 

My I ai d p d d t I hast h w 

■i th mj I I)> w d 1 d d d th 

Th f Ifiil h th Id thj 

Th fi th I f 1 t 

A Id as f t g g 

Tlthtyht,dh p ybw 

Ad t tl h g 1 y lo 

S h p g _y y II J t. 

My rath q I d hy g 
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A SONG. 

I flame — to strike oppreasora to the dasf. 
To crush the cruel, ani! confound the base, 

To welcome insolence with calm disgust, 
And brand the scoffer's forehead with disgrace. 



A SONG, 

Ah Memory ! why reproach me so 

With shadows of the past, 
The thrilling hopes of long ago 

That came and went so fast'' 
Ye tender tones of that dear voice. 

Ye looks of those loved eyes, — 
Return, — and bid my heart rejoice. 

For true love never dies! 

Rejoice? — O word of hope! I may 
When those indeed return: 

For looks and tones so past away 
Id solitude I yearn! 

Let others fancy I forget 
The light of those dear eyes,— 
love, — O how I love thee yet ! 
For true love never dies. 
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'TOGETHER. 



The elm tree of old felt lonely and cold 

When wintry ivinds blew high, 
And, looking' below, he saw in the anow 

The ivy wandering nigh; 
And lie eaid, Come twine with those tendrila of thine 
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A GREETING. 
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HORACE'S PHILOSOPHY. 

III. 99. 
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«THE LAST TIME." 
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"THE LAST TIME." 

Ahother year ' another year ' 

Who dare depend on othpr years ? 
The judgment of thia world is near. 

And all ita children faint for ftara 
r.iminp, pestdfnce, and war 

Mixt with praisia, prayers and tears 
Cnil "tnfe and social jar 

Spurrd by pen, and stirrd by enord 
Herald Hini who comes from far, 
In Elijah's fierj cir, 

Our onn return ng' Lord' 

Look nround — the nations quail! 

All the elements of ill 
Crowd like locusts on the gale, 

And the dark horizon lill; 
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THE POET'S -WEALTH. 

Every warning in thy word, 
Signs and tokens all array'd 
In proof of that for which we pray'd, 

The coming of tlio Lord ! 



THE POET'S WEALTH. 
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HACTENUS. 

From North to South, — because I thus am blest! 

Aye : blest indeed above the lot of men, 

And rich in joys that reach the true sublime ! 

For that the niagic-muaio of my pan 

Hath won such wealth of love in every clime, 
And still shall win auch treasure for all time, 

Therefore my soul is glad; judge me, my friends. 
Is not the poet iroalthier in his joys 
Than Attains with all his golden toys ? 

And, as his growing dynasty extends 
To children's children, reigning in the mind. 
Is he not great, a monarch of his kind ? 
Ah me! not so; this thought of pride destroys: 

Give God the praise : His blessings send this store 

Of unseen friends by thousands e 



6 ESI jos:a. 



Hosted by Google 



GERALDIDE, 



OTHER POEMS. 
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PEEFACE. 



INCLUDING A SKETCH OF CHEISTABEL. 

The Chiiatabol of Colcridgo is a poem of which it is almost impoaaibla 
to give shortly a fidr and perfect abstract. Every word tells ; every line 
is a picture ; Bunple, beautifiil, and imaginative, it retains its hold upon 
the mind by bo many delicate feelers and touoMng points, that to outline 
harshly the main branches of the tree, would seem to be doing the 
injustioe of neglect to the elegance of its foliage, and the mioroscopio 
perfection of every single leaf. Those who now read it for the lirat 
time, will scarcely be disposed to assent to so much praise ; but the man 
to whom it ia familiar, will remember how it has grown to his own 
liking, how much of melody, depth, nature, and invention, ho has found 
ftom time to time hiding in some simple phrase, or unobtrusive epithet. 
Most gladly, therefore, do I refer my readers to the Christabel itself 
however it may tell to the disadvantage of Gcraldine : at llie same time, 
inasmuch as there may be many to whom the sequel will bo obscure, 
from having had no opportunity of perusing the prior poem, I trust I 
stall he pardoned, if, in consulting Uie interest of some of my readers, 
I mar the feir memory of Christabel by a sketch so imperfect, as only to 
serve the purpose of explaining myself. 

The heroine of Coleridge is a " blue-eyed " girl, '■ O call her teji, not 
pale ; " and is introduced as " praying in the midnight wood," " beneath 
the huge oak tree," " for the weal of her lover that's far away." While 
thus engaged, she is startled by " meanings," and on the " other side of 
the oak," finds " a damsel bright " " in sore distress " and " weariness ; " 
in fact, the dark-eyed Geraldinc, whose sudden appearance is by herself 
very suspiciously explained. Christabel, "comforting her," takes her 



Hosted by Google 



home to Lnngdole-Hall, the castle of Sir Leolino, whore the liowl of " the 
mastiff-bitch " scema to boiJo evil, atid some wild expressions addressed 
by Geraldine to Chtiatabel's " guardinn apirit," her dead mother (who 
had "said that she should hoar the oaatle-bell strike twclvo upon her 
[daughter's] wedding day"), gives the first clue to the wicked and 
supernatural chnraetcr of Geraldine. Tho maidens now retiring to rest 
together, tho beautiful stranger's " bosom and half hor side," — " old " 
" and cold," suggest vague alarms, and "for an hour" Christnbcl in 
"her arms" is dreaming fearfully, — from which state of terror she is 
delivered by her guardian mother. 

The second part opens witli the introduction of Geraldine to Sir Loo- 
line, who recognises in the " lofty lady," the daughter of his once 
" friend in youth," '■ Eoland de Vans, of Tryermaine," who had parted 
from Sir Leoline many years ago '■ in disdain and insult." At her tale, 
(which I am pleased to consider a febrication, as also the likeness to 
Eoland's daughter to be a piece of witchcraft,) the Baron la highly 
indignant, end vows to avenge " the child of hia friend." Meanwhile, 
poor Christabel Is under a mysterious spell, subjected to " perplexity of 
mind," " a vision of fear," and " snako-Iike looks " of the rival beauty; 
albmt "comforted" by a "vision blest" Sir Leoline. glad of the 
opportunity of a reconciliation to his long-lost friend, sends " Bracy the 
bard," with " harp " uni " solemn vest," hy " ti;-(hing) flood," &c., to 
Eoland's border-castle, commissioning him to "greet Lord Roland," 
acquaint him that ■' his daughter is safe in Lnngdale-Hall," and bidding 
him " come " with " all his numorons array " to meet Sir Leoline " vi-ilh 
his own numerous array," on. " panting palfreys," and to be friends once 
more. "Bard Bracy" hesitates, on account of having dreamt that 
Chriatabel — "the dove" — had."a green snake" "coiled around its 
wings and neck," " undornoath the old tree , " and having " vowed," 
"with music strong and saintly song," to enorciso the forest. The 
Baron interprets it as of " Lord Roland's beauteous dove." and when 
Christabel, who had ever and anon been tortured by " looks askance " 
of "doll and treaohorous hate," entreats him by her " mother's soul to 
send away that woman," he, accounting "his child" jealous of the 
radiant stranger, and no doubt alienated by black arts from his daughter, 
as the lover is aftcrKards. seems full of wrath, and, "in tones abrupt^ 
auateco," scuds the reluctant Braoy on his mission. 

Thus for Christabel ; for the " Conclusion to part tho second," how- 
ever beautiful in itsclt is clearly out of place, unless it was intended as 
a m)-stification. 

And now, on my own jiortion, I may be permitted to make a few 
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PItEFACE. 357 

Mmarkfl. My ercuse for continuing the fragment at oil, ivill be found 
in Coleridge's own words to the prefiicc of tlie 181S pamphlet edition, 
where he says, "I trust that I shall be able to embody in verse the 
three parts yet to come, in the course of tbc present year ; " a half- 
promise, which, 1 need acarocly obsen-c, has never been redeemed. 

Iq the following attempt I may bo censured for rashness, or com- 
mended for courage : of course, I am fully aware that to take up the pen 
where ColekidQE has laid it down, — and that in the wildest and moat 
original of his poems, — ia a most difSoult, aay, dangerous proceeding : 
but, upon theao very ohaxactcristica of difficulty and danger I humbly 
rely ; trusting that, in all proper consideration for the boldness of the 
experiment, if I be adjudged to fail, the fall of Icarus may be broken ; 
if I bo accounted to suoecGd, the flight of Diedalus may apologize for 
his presumption, 

I deem it due to myself to add what I trust will not be turned against 
me, viz. : that, if not written Ktcrslly carTmU calamo, GEniLDiNE has 
been the pleasant labor of but very few days : also, that until I had jiiat 
completed it, I did not Itnow of tho existence of the proposed solution 
of Christabel in a recent life of Coleridge, and at that period aaw no 
reason to make any change in mine : and finally, that I should wish to 
be judged by the whole volume, and not by Geraldinb alone. 

M. F. T. 
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len^tbenjng neck, 
Th h t (I arm's are 'iiink m her sides, 

A wh hjsah'! cmoe 

A J fly d the rnor glidca, 

St ggh { lite and iiboity too,— 
H b dy 1 ively twists and twirls. 

Th d L It It bons and cuiIs, 

Ad I a Jnils inelt mlo one 

&tra ly d h rrLbly tipenng' down, 
Till n tl b t grass dimly is seen 
A p t tn t r, scaly and green. 
Horror! — can this be Gcnldinc ' 
Haste, O haste, — 'tis almost pjst. 
The sand is dripping tliick and last; 
And dietttnt roars tbe coming blast. 

ywiflly the dragon-maid nnroU'd 

The burnished strength of each sinewy fold. 

And round the old o.tk trunk with toil 
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A d f wh tr I ra t 

Thou heareat hymning wild and sneet, 

O stop thine ears, lest all be marr'd, — 

Beware, beware of holy bard ! 

For tliat the power of hymn and harp 

Thine innonnost being shall wither and warp, 



Hosted by Google 



f EP \.Im^E 

! th J t h 



J« tl d h t y I15 

A 1 th 1 11 t i, 

A fl till b d h g 

A f 1 t h Id h b tl 

A d 11 y ! t th 

S m t rr d fi d t h 

Coming, comiDg, coming near . 

IIuEli'd is the beetie's drowsy hum, 

And the deatli- watch's roll on his warning drum, 

Ilush'd the raven, and screech owl, 

And the famishing wolf on his midnight prowl, — 

Silent as death. 
Hark, hark! he is here, he has come from afar. 
The black-rob'd storm in his terrible car; 
Vivid the forked lightning (lashes, 
Quick behind tlie thunder crashes, 
Clattering haif, a shingly flood. 
Rattles like grape-shot in the wood ; 
And the whole forest is bent one way. 
Bowing as slaves to a tyrant's sway. 
While the foot of the tempest hath trampled and broke 
Many a stout old elm and oak. 

And Gcraldine ? O who could tell 
That thou who by sweet Christabel, 
Softly liest in innocent sleep. 
Like an infant's, calm and deep, 
Smiling faintly, as it seems 
From thy bright and rosy dreams, 
Who could augur thou art she 
That around the hollow tree, 
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GERALDINE. 

With bad charm and liellisli rite 

Shook the heav'ns, and scar'd the night? 

Alas ! for gentle Christabel, 
Alas! for ivosting' Christabel ; 
From evil eye, and powers of liell, 
And the strong magic of the spell, 
Holy Mary, shield iior well ! 



CONCLUSION TO PART I. 
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QERALDIXK 

But the roao bud la canlter'd, and sh^ll not bloom, 

Corruption hith scented the rich perfume, 

The angpl of light la a demon ot gloom. 

And the bruise on hia brow la the seal of his doom. 

Ah' poor unconscioua riial maid, 

How drearily must tlioii sicken end fade 

In the foul air of thit Upas shade ' 

Her heart must he tried, and trampled, and torn 

With fear, and care, and a] inJer, and scorn; 

Her love nuist look upon love estranged, 

Her eye must meet hia eje, how chrnged' 

Her hand must take hia hand unprPasing, 

Her hope must die, without confessing , 

And still she'll struo her love to smother. 

While in the Iriumpba of another 

The shidow ot her joys departed 

Shall scare and haunt hor brokenhearted. 

And ho, wJio once lov'd her, his pnrest, his first, 

Must hate her and hild her deftl'd and accurst. 

Till, H acted and desolatf caluninv's breath 

Mu-t n lit nith all guilt her innocent death. 
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And Skiddaw liails tlie dawning day, 
And toUs his robe of clouds away. 

Ho, H-order, ho ! in chivalrous state, 
A stranger-knight to the castle gate. 
With trumpet, and banner, and. mailed men, 
Cornea tJiia way winding up the glen j 
His vizor is down, and he will not proclaim 
To the challenge within his lineage or nftme, 
Yet by his heralds, and esquires eight. 
And live-score spearmen, tall and straight, 
And blazon rich with bearings rare. 
And high-bred ease, and noble air. 
And golden spurs, and sword, can he be 
Nought but a knight of high degree. 



Alas 


! they had lov'd too i 


soon, too well. 


Young Amador d Ch ' t 


b 1 




Lif 


d w b h Id th 01 1 


bl 1 


d bland 


LttI 


plj t 1 d 1 


d 







f 11 d fi Id d h 


ti 




W 


1 oc t t tl 


h 




Al 


h Idhood y 




Stry 


f t fi 1 IJ fl 






Lf 


b I 


hU 




S w 


th m p bl til 






I th 


b by h b 


k 




O p 


11 t th m k 


h book 




o 


wtl hy 


k 


Th 


h 1 h 11 b 


d 1 k 







w h 1 1 wh I 


y 








d 




Lf 


CO as H gb 


It d 


1 fir 


T 


I p th m f 


d p 




Th 1 


3 m J tl h b 




m d, 


Tg 


i til b 


d 




\V 


good ooti Ih 




h f d 


Whl 


h pp t 1 h 


'P 


I 


A t 


d g 


y h 


ht 



Hosted by Google 



GERALDIXE, 


Th y lunb th t d d 1 1 1, 


N gi th t tl t g J J th y f 1 


Tl pt ml tl h It 1 


Sp f m ht 1 th — t G 


O h 11 d 11 y f il ar 


O D nr t b k d glas y d 


L d h th d 4 bles d 


N k thy h t d d 1 


I e h th y 


Ohblthlfh df 


Bl tl ra t 


O 1 f d 1 1 b 


A f k t t h 1 mb 


11 I d d t 1 gra 


L d t d t fl 


O 1 fi d m b f 


W th d 1 ht d d gl 


Tl tl y p h t! 


T il t p d J tl 


Th y h r f li th 


1 t, t J b t th 


SI had t 1 d h th 


Th te d tl 


Adhth BSbt bth 


Wth b h t th 


B t Ifi h raft 1 t 1 pt 1 


A d f w 1 J d i 


N w J t k h d U rp 


R d tl tra t th 


A d f th g y 


C d m d th b th — 


Th t th y 1 ly f h th 


Gl d!y 1 w t! d 1 b tl 


N w t b d h k d m th 


Th gh 11 1 r 1 t d th 


Wl 1 th d h p tl y J t 1 1 


A d f dly i h 


Tl h p tl t th 1 ts d I I 



Hosted by Google 



GEEALDINE. 


M t p d p h 




F 1 1 p d t 


II Idly 


I in 1 11 d 




Th f dl g J th t 


d WD 


Tl h d ht f L 1 


A d y t 1 w 1 til h d h 


d 


Tl t h tl bit 


B. d 


01 h rsh p U h !d f 11 — 


I t h tl g t f 


Iby 


Tl Id t 1 <I t 


1 P 1 t y 


Wl 1 t th I f d 


11 


Why d d I tl y 




B tl th t tt B 


th t 


A f t w k 1 ly 




Wlyddlw th 


y h rth 


N f th p 


brti 


th p p 




Th m t 


t d f 


At th Id k t th 


f est d 


Ad d f h tt 


thy 


W pt tl i h f p 


y 



Th b rst t tl t (1 d b 

Th turt r'l b fi tf It tl b 

Th f n t th b L g Id 

Th h pi h p t™- t ly t Id 

F 1 Ull tb y h d k w 

Hwdpdt 1 I hdgn, 

B t j t Rs h y p tb f 11 p f tl 1 art, 

It dhdf tllp— dhy t part: 

Al th y h d 1 I J t b f 

Th w 1th f 1 hi t d 

A d J t th J fi d th t t, 

1 I t, t k tb b II f f t 

1 t m t b th f f I I k 

Th t tl p b t f t3 t lasp'd roefc, 



Hosted by Google 



GERALDINE. 




th b d k t mp 't 1 


d tl 


B t d by t h f 


m 


S wh th d f 1 


t d 


Am th fib fth d 




A d It d ] lb) t t 




M 1 th gl t d ) p tl 




h t w h t t tn- 




Tl oa tl t Id d I 





T d I m t f m t p 


1 


T 1 tl f d fth 


I 


T f ze d tl t li 


1 


T t th dnk f m th 


1 


W th "T 1 bl d d t 


ra d t 1 


H t th 1 d ftl h 


ly V 


Th d th. b > Ad 




N t t t — b) L 1 


th 


W h 11 h 1 b d 1 


b th 


N t t t — bj tl t last 1, 





Th Lloo f 1 Ik, 1 th 1 It f 1 i 
AdtlhpFhlt, td 

H g P J d t 



d y h g]d 


d d J 


Ly dy 


tch hin 


f 




h p Gd 


h 11 


d b 1 



Hpw hth tdtIS 

A d th L I tl h ht h 

Hath diibbd him Knight of Holy Land. 

The crescent wan'd whoro'er he came. 

And Christendom rung with his glorious f; 

And Salndin trembled at the name 

Of Amador de-Ramothaim. 
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While scallop-sliella three on an argent fess 
Proclaim him a pilgrim nnd knight no less; 
Enchased in gold on his helmet of steel 
A deer-hound stands on the high-plumed keel, 
Hafo, hia hound, who hath rescued his life 
From the wily Assassin's secret knife, 
Hafiz, his friend, whom he loveth so well 
As the last gift of Christabel: 
And over his vizor, and round his arm, 
And grav'd on his sword bs a favorite charm, 
And on his banner emblazoned at length, 
Love's motto, "hope is all my strength." 



Oh then with how much pride and joy 
And hope which fear could acarce alloy, 
With heart how leaping, eyo how bright. 
And fair cheek flushed with deep delight, 
Heard Christabel the wafted story 
Of her far-off lover's glory: 

For her inmost sonl knew well 
That he hoped and spake and thought 

Only of his Christabel, 
That he liv'd and lov'd and fought 

Only for his Christabel ; 
So she felt his honor her's, 

His welfare bar's, his being her's. 
And did reward with rich largesse 
The stray astonish'd mcssongers 

Who brought her so much happiness. 



Behold! it is past,— that many a year! 
The harvest of her hope is near; 
Behold! it is come, — behold him here! 
Yes, in pomp and poiver and pride. 
And joy and love how true, how tried, 
He comes to claim his long-lov'd bride; 
Her own true knight, O bliss to tell ' 
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Her Amador she loves so well 
Returns for his sweet Christabel ! 

He leapt the moat, the portal past, 
He flung him from his horse in has! 

And in the hdl 
He met her; — but how pale and wi 
He started back, as she upon 

His neck would fall : 
He started back, — for by her side 
(O blessed vision' ) he espied 
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Her evil will ; 
ve thine own sweet Chris tab el, 
saint, thine innocent Clirlstabel, 

And guard hor still ! 
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Through olisencc, stirring scenes among, 

And harrowing silence, suffering long, 

Still to love on, — anil pray and weep 

For that dear one, while others sleep, 

To dwell upon each precious word 

Which the charra'd ear in whispers heard, 

To treasure up a lock of hair, 

To watch the heart with jealous cnre, 

To live on a remember'd Einile, 

And still the wearisome day beguile 

With rosy sweet imaginings, 

And all the soft and sunny things 

Look'd and spoken, ere they parted, 

Full of hope, though broken-hearted, — 

O there is very virtue here. 

Retiring, holy, deep, sincere. 

And self-poia'd virtue, working still 

To compass good and combat ill 
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For thy beauty's light subdued 

Hath a soothing charm, 
In sympathy with all things good 

That weep for hate and harm ; 
And none can ever see unmov'd 

Thy poof wet face, with sorrow white, 
O none have seen, who have not lov'd 

The sadly sweet religious light 
That doth with pearly radiance shine 
Prom those sainted eyes of thine! 



A trampling of hoofs at the cuUice-port, 
A hundred horse in the castle-court! 
From border- wastes, a weary way. 

Through Hale garth wood and Knorren mo 
A mingled numerous array. 
On panting palfreys black and grey, 

With foam and mud beapatter'd o'er. 
Hastily cross the Hooded Irt, 
And rich Waawater's beauty skirt, 
And Sparkling-Tairn, and rough Scathwaite, 
And now tliat day is dropping lale, 
Have passed the drawbridge and the gate. 



By Ihy white flowing beard, and reverend mi 
And gilded harp, and chaplet of green, 
And milk-white mare in the castle-yard. 
Welcome, glad welcome to Bracy the bard ! 
And, — by thy struggle still to hide 
This generous conquest of thy pride, 
More than by yon princely train, 

And blazon'd banner standing near, 
And snorting steed with slacken'd rein, 

Hail, O too long a stranger here. 
Hail, to Langdale's friendly hall, 
Tliou noble spirit, most of all, 
Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine ' 
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O glorious in thy loveliness ! 
Victorious in thy loveliness ! 
Prom what strong magnetic zone. 
Circling eome strange world unknown, 
Hast thou EtoIcD sweet influence 
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To lull in bliss each ravished sense ? 
That thine eyes rain light and love 
Kindlier than the heavens above, — 
Thftt the sunshine of thy face 
Shows richly ripe each winning grace,— 
That thine innocent laughing dimple, 
And thy tresses curling simple, 
Thy soft cheeh, and rounded arm. 
And foot unsandalled, white and warm, 
And every sweet luxurious charm. 
Fair, and full, and flush'd, and bright, 
Fascinate the dazzled sight, 
As with a halo of delight ? 

Her beauty hath conquer'd : a sunny smile 

Latigha into goodness her seeming guile. 

Aye, was she not in mercy sent 

To heal the friendships pride had rent? 

Is she not here, a blessed saint. 

To work all good by subtle feint? 

Yea, art thou not, mysterious dame. 

Our Lady of Furness? — the same, the same! 

O holy one, we Isnow thee now, 

O gracious one, before thee bow ; 

Help us, Mary, hallowed one. 

Bless us, for thy wondrous Son. — 

The name was half spoken, the spell was half b 
And suddenly, from his bent knee 

Upleapt each knight in fear. 
All warily they look'd around. 
Sure, ihey had heard a hissing sound. 
And one quick moment on the ground 

Had seen a dragon hero ! 
But now before their wildered eyes 
Bright Gcraldine, all sweet surprise. 
With her fair hands in courteous guise, 
Had touch'd them both, and bade them rise; 
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Alns, kind sirs, she calmly said, 

I am but a poor hunted maid, 

Hunted, ah nie ! and sore afraid, 

That all too fiir from home have stray'd. 

For love of one who flies and hates me, 

For hate of one who loves and wails me. 

Wonder stricken were they then, 
And full of love, those ancient men, 
FuU-fircd with guilty love, as when 

In times of old 
To young Susannah's fairness knelt 
Those elders twain, and foully felt 
The ]ava-slreani3 of passion melt 

Their bosoms cold : 
They loved, — they started from the floor,. 
But, hist ! within the chamber-door 
Softly stole Su- Amador : — 
Nor look'd, nor wondered as they passed 
(Speeding by in shame and haste. 
Meekly thinking of each other 
As a weak and guilty brother,) 
For all to him in that dark room. 
All the light to pierce its gloom. 
All he thought of, car'd for, there. 
Was that lov'd one, smiling fair, 
Wondrous in her charms divine. 
Glad and glorious Geraldine. 

The eye of a hawk is fierce and bright 
As a facet-cut diamond scattering light. 
Soft and rayed witli invincible love, 
As a pure pearl is the eye of a dove- 
And so in flashes quick and keen 
Look'd Amador on Geraldine, 
And BO, in sweet subduing rays. 
On Amador did fondly gaze. 
In gentle pow'r of beauty's blaze. 
Imperial Geraldine. 
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His head ia cuahion'd on lior breast, 

Her dark eyea sht,d lo(e on his, 
And his changing cheek is prest 

By her hot aiid thrilling kisa. 
While again from hpr moist hps 
Tho honey dew of joj he sipa. 
And news, with rising tran'-port warm, 
Her half unveil'd, bewitching form — 

A step on the threshold ' — tlie chamber la dim, 

And gliding ghoat liltp up to him, 

While^ entranced in conscious fear 

He feels an injured angel neir, 

Sad Christabel with ii ringing hands 

Beside her faithless lover Btando, 

Sad Chnstabel ivith etreaming eyes 

In silent anguish stands ind sighs , 

Ave, Main ' send iitr aid, 

BleoB, oh bless the wretched niiid ' 

It IS done, — he is won ' — stung n ith remorse 

He hath dropt at her feet oa a claj cold corse, 

And Christabel nith trembling dread 

Hath rms'd on her knee his pale, dear head, 

And bath d hin bron with miny a tear, 

And listen'd f h b 1 in fear. 

And when h h h t none waa near 

But guard d Gnd abose. 

Set on his p 1 er love 

But Gera d h d w that kiss. 

And with 

And mah ke ttare. 

She gnash d h he loiing piir, 

And bl eJ deadly glare 

Softly thr g hall. 

In nch d 

W th ma y g and fall. 

Holy m fl ts 
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Like gossamer in a sultry sky 
Dropping low, or sailing I I 
Bard Bracj, bard Bricy, tl at touch was tiine ; 

On Cambria's harp with tr pie sb gs 
Wild and sweet la the hj id ae 

Fanning the air like unseen w ngs 
Thy hand, good Bracy, tl e alone 

Nought but the magic of thy touch 

Can charm ho well, and cheer so much, 

And wondrously, with strong control, 

Rouse or lull the passive soul. 

What aileth thee, O Geraldine? 

Why waileth Lady Geraldine ? 

The body convuls'd groweth lank and lean, 

Thy smooth white neck is shrivell'd and green, 

Thine ejea are blear'd and sunk and keen, 

O dreadful! art (Sou Geraldine? — 

The Hpell is dead, the charm is o'er, 

Writhing and coiling on the floor 

Awhile she ciirl'd in pain, and then was seen no mt 



CONCLUSION TO PART III. 

Sweet Chris tab el, my Christabcl, 
I have riven thy heart that loved so well : 
Oh weak, O wicked, to rend in its home 
The love that I cherish wherever I roam! 

As when with hig glory the morning snn 
Floods on sudden the tropical sky, 

And Blartled twilight, dim and dun, 

Files from the fear of liis conquering eye. 
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And, ancient men, who all so late, 
Have Btopp'd at Deatii's half-opened gate, 
In tears of love to drown your hate, 

Forgiving and forgiven, 
Hear, noble spirits reconcil'd. 
Hear, gracious souls, now meek and mild, 
Albeit with guilt so long defil'd. 

Love's lingering boon receive ; 
Roland de Vaux, — thy long-lost child, 
Whom border troopers, fierce and wild, 
An infant from his home beguil'd, 

Thy soul to gall and grieve 
In Amador — behold ! " 

The spirit said, and all in light 
Melted away that vision bright! 
My tale is told. 
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THE SONG OF AN ALPINE ELF. 
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My summer's home is the cataract's foam, 

As it floats in a frothing' heap; 
My winter's rest is the weasel's nest. 

Or deep with the mole I sleep: 
I ride for a freak on the lightning-streftk. 

And mingle among- the clouds, 
My swarthy form with the thunder-storm, 

Wrapped in its sable shrouds. 

Often t launch the hug-e avalanche, 

And make it my milk-white sledge. 
When, unappall'd, to the Grindelwald 

1 slide from the Shrikehorn's edge ; 
Silent and soft to tlie ibex ofl 

I have stolen, and hurried him o'er 
The precipice to the bristling^ ice 

That smokes with his scarlet gore. 

But my greatest joy is to lure and decoy 

To the chaam's slippery brink 
The hunter bold, when he's weary and old, 

And there let him suddenly sink, — 
A tliousand feet — dead!— he dropp'd ]ike lead, 

Ha, he couldn't leap like me ; 
With broken back, as a felon on rack, 

He hangs in a split pine-tree. 

And there 'mid his bones, that echoed with groans. 

I make me a nest of his hair; 
The ribs dry and white rattle loud as in spite. 

When I rock in my cradle there: 
Hurrah, hurrah, and ha, ha, ha! 

I'm in a merry mood. 
For I'm all alone in my palace of bono. 
That's tapestried fair with the old man's hair. 

And dappled with clots of blood: 
And when I look out all around and about, 
The slorm shouts high to the coal-black sky. 
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DREAiiS. 

And tho icicle sleet falls thick and fleet. 
And all that I hoar on the mountain drear. 
And all I behold in the valleys cold, 
Is death and solitude. 



DREAMS. 

A DREAM — myste ' us w d a i earn! 
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It is a terrible thing to dream 

Of strangled throats and heart-Wood spilt, 
And ghosts that in the darkness gleam, 

And horrid eyes of midnight guilt. 

I love a dream, I dread a dream, 
Sometimes all bright and full of gladnosa, 

But other times my brain will teem 
With sights that urge the mind to 



INFANT CHRIST, WITH A WKEATH 
OF FLOWERS. 

FROM A PICTURE BY CORREGQIO. 

yj;s^ — I can fancy, in the spring 

Of childhood's sunny hours, 
That nature's infant, priest, and king, 

Lov'd to gaze on flowers : 

For lightly, 'mid the wreck of all, 

When torn from Eden's bowers, 
Above the billows of the fall 

Floated gentle flowers. 

TJnfallen, sinless, undefil'd, 

Fresh bath'd in summer showerH, 

What wonder that the holy child 
Lov'd to play with flowers ? 

In these he saw his Father's face. 

All Godhead's varied powers, 
And joy'd each attribute to trace 

In sweet unconscious flowers ; 
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PAST, PKESENT, AND FUTURE. 

In these he found where Wisdom hides, 

And modest Beauty cowers, 
And where Omnipotence resides, 

And Tenderness, — in flowera. 

Innocent child, a little while, 

Ere yet die tempest lowers. 
Bask thy young heart in Nature's Simla 

Her lovely smile of flowers ; 

Thy young heii-t, — is it not orray'd 
In feelings such as oura? — 

Yes, being now of thorns afraid, 
I see thee crown'd with flowers. 



PAST, PEESENT, AND FUTURE. 

A SAC, sweet gladness, full of tears 

And thoughts, that never cloy, 
Of careless childhood's happier years, 

Is memory's tranquil joy. 

A rapturous and delusive dream 

Of pleasures, ne'er to be. 
That o'er life's troubled waters gleam. 

Is Hope's sweet reverie. 

Yet, before Memory can look back, 

When Hope is lost in sight. 
All ! where is Memory's fairy track, 

Ah! where is Hope's delight? 

The present is a weary scene, 

And always wish'd away ; 
We live on " to be," and " lua been ' 

But never on " to-day." 
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ON A BULliOUS ROOI. 

Welcomed the sons of Ood, who sprang from 
To gaze with rapture on earth's Tairost crea' - 
And fan them with their rainbow-colored w. 
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CRUELTY. 

Will none befriend that poor dumb brute. 

Will no man rescue him ? — 
With weaker effort, gasping-, mute, 

He strftins in every limb ; 



Hosted by Google 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

Sparc liim, O sparp — he feels, — he feel 

B:j tears riU from hii ejps. 
Another cruahmg blow ' — he reels, 

Slflgg^r^j — and falls, — and dies 

Poor jaded horse, the blood runs cold 
Thy guilile's wrongs to aee , 

To heiv'n, O etatv'd one, lamo and old, 
Thy dim ei e pleads for thee 

Thoi! too, O (log, ivhost fdithful zeal 

Fawns on some ruftiin gti n, 
He Etripea thy skin h ith many a weal, 

And jet, — thou lovest him 

bhime' that of all the living chim 

Thit links creation's plan, 
There J3 but one dehghts in pain, — 

The ravage monirth, — n.an ' 

O cruelty, — who could rehearse 

Thj million disiml dpedo, 
Or track the workings of the curse 

By which all nature bleeds ? 

Thou meanoit crime, — thou conard sin, 
Thou base, flint heirted vice, — 

Scorpion' — to sting thy hoirt within 
Thjaelf shitlt all suffice, 

The merciless is doubly Lur=t, 
As mercj is "twn.e blest," 



Why add another noe to life, 
Man, — are there not enough ' 

Why lay ihj ti Papon to the strife' 
W h\ nn! e thu road more rough ? 
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CRUELTY. 

P t, h g I( I i bl a, and ill, 

Tl p b St, 

C b 1 tl 1 f pi ill, 

And h ta f t 1 ast ; 

T Ij tl p f 11 erflowa! 

B t h Ih p t f len 

Add p t tl d ht of woea, 

W 1 I d k t then ? 

II d y th t h k — O wretch, forbear, 
Fl g d tl y bl dy knife r 



F Ih 1 t 1 hid ng, milt!, 

A d f thj h Id tl, 

B t d d — th fimine wild, 

T 1 t th m h n: 

H b d d f th d kard, fiend ' 
Thy f tly ' Id s moan 

Has f friend, 

H hd thy J dg throne: 

Their lives thou madest sad ; but worse 
Thy deathless doom shall be ; 

" No MERCT," is the withering curse 
Thy Judge has passed on thee : 

Heap on, heap on, — fresh toraients add,- 
New schemes of torture plan" 

No MERCT ; Mercy's self is glad 
Tu damn the cruel man. 

God ! God ! thy whole creation groanf. 
Thy fair world writhes in pain ; 

Shall the dread incense of its moans 
Arise to Thee in ram? 
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Tho hollow eye of famine pleads, 
The face witli weeping pale, 

The heart that all in secret bleeds, 
The grief that tells no tale, 

Oppression's victim, weak and mild. 
Scarce shrinking from the bloi". 

And the poor wearied fiictory child. 
Join in the dirge of woe. 

O cruel world ! O sickening fear 
Of goad, or knife, or thong; 

O load of evils ill to bear! 

— How long, good God, how long? 



CHILDREN. 

Harmless, happy little treasures. 
Full of truth, and trust, and mirth. 

Richest wealtli, and purest pleasures, 
In ttiis meun and guilty earth. 

How I love you, pretty creatures, 
Lamb-like flock of little things, 

Where the love that lights your features 
From the heart in beauty springs : 

On these laughing rosy faces 
There are no deep lines of sin. 

None of passion's dreary traces 
That betray the wounds within ; 

But yours is the sunny dimple 
Radiant with untutor'd smiles. 

Yours the heart, sincere and simple. 
Innocent of selfish wiles ; 
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Yours die natural curling tresses, 
Prattling tongues, and shyness coy. 

Tottering steps, and kind caresses, 
Pure with health, and warm with joy. 

The dull slaves of gain, or passion. 
Cannot love you as they should ; 
The poor worldly fools of fashion 
Would not love you if they could. 

Write them childless, those cold-hearted, 
Who can scorn Thy generous boon. 

And whose souls with fear have smarted, 
Lest — Thy blessings come too soon. 

While he hath a child to love him. 
No man caij be poor indeed; 

While he trusts a Friend above him. 
None can Borrow, fear, or need. 

But for thee, whose heart is lonely, 
And unwarm'd by children's mirth, 

Spite of riches, thou art only 
Desolate and poor on earth. 

AH unliiss'd by innocent beauty. 
All unlov'd by gailelese heart. 

All uncheer'd by sweetest duty, 
Childless man, how poor thou art! 
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SONNET TO MY BOOK, 
" ntovERBiAL philosophy;" befo 

Mr Eoul's own son, dear image of my mind, 

I would not without blessing send tliee forth 
Into the bleak wide world, whose voice unkind 

Perchance will mock at thee as nothing worth; 
For the cold cntica jeaJjus tje miy find 
In all thj purposed good little but ill, 

May tannt thy simple garb as quaintly wroagbt. 
And praibe thee for no more than the small skill 

Of masquemg aa thine own another's thought; 

What then' count Pnvioua sneers as less tlian nought: 
Fair is thine aim, and having done thj beet, 
Lo, thus I bleaa thee (ea, thju -.halt be blest! 



TO THE SAME: 
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SONNET — MONSIEUIl D'ALVERNON. 
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MONSIEUR D'ALVERNOK. 

AB INCIDEKT FOUNDED ON FACT. 

Pooi Monsieur D'Alvernon ! I well remember 
The day I viaited his ruinous cot, 
And hearil the story of his fallen fortunes. 
It was a fine May morning, and the flowera 
Spread Iheir fair faces to tlie laughing sun. 
And looU'd iike small terrestrial stars, thai, oeam 
With life and joy ; the merry lark was high 
Careering in tlie heavens, and now and then 
A throstle from tlia neighboring thicket pour'd 
His musical and hearty orisons. 
The cot too truly told that povertv 
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Found it a home with misery and scorn 

No clambering jossuiiiine, no wGll-train'd roses 

There linger'd, Uke sweet charity, to hide 

The rents unseemly of the plaster'd wall: 

No tight-trimm'd rows of bos, or daisy prim, 

Mark'd a clean pathway through the miry clay, 

But all around was want and cold noglect. 

With curious hand (and heart that beat with warm 

Benevolence) I knockM, lifted the latch, 

And in the language of his mother-land 

Besought a welcome; quick with courteous phrase. 

And joy unfeign'd to hear his native tongue, 

He bade me enter.— 'Twas a ruined hovel; 

Disease and penury had done their worst 

To load a wretched exile with despair. 

But stili with spirit unbroken ho lived on, 

And, with a Frenchman's national levity, 

Bounded elastic from his weight of woes. 

I listed long his fond garrulity. 

For sympathy and confidence are aye 

Each other echoes, and I won his heart 

By pitying his sorrows; long he told 

Of friends, and wife, anil darling little ones, 

Fortunes, and titles, and long-cherish'd hopes 

By frenzied Revolution marr'd and cruah'd ; 

But oft my patience flicker'd, and my eye 

Wander'd inquisitive round the murky room. 

To see wherein I best might mitigate 

The misery my bosom bled to view. 

I sat upon his crazy couch, and there. 

With many sordid rags, a roebuck's skin 

Show'd eleek and mottled ; swift the clear gray eye 

Of the poor sufferer had mark'd my wonder, 

And as in simple guise this touching tale 

He told me, in the tongue my youth had lov'd. 

Many a tear stole down his wrinkled cheek. 

"Yon glossy skin is all that now remains 
To tell me that (he past is not a dream ! 
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WISDOM'S WISH. 

Oft up my Chateau's avenue of limes. 

To be caress'd in Diine ancestral iiall, 

Poor 'Louis' bounded — (I had call'd bim Louis 

Because I lov'd my King); — my little ones 

Have on his forked antlers often hung 

Their garlands of spring flowers, and fed him with 

Sweet heads of clover from their tiny hands. 

But on a sorrowful day n random shot 

Of some bold thief, or wcll-aliill'd forester, 

Struck him to death, end many a tear and eob 
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WISDOM'S WISH. 

Ah, might I but escape to some sweet spot, 

Oasis of my liopea tn fancj d^ir 
Where rural virtue, arc nit yet forsot, 

And good old customs criivn the circling year; 
Where atill contented peasanla loie their lot. 

And trade's vile dm offends not nature's ear 
But hospitable hearths, and «pkomea warm. 
To country quiet add their soc aJ charm 
18 
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THE MOTHER'S LAMENT. 

Oh thus to wear away my usefu] life, 

And, when I'm call'd, in rapturous hope 
Thus to rob heaven of all the good I can. 
And challenge earth to show a happier ma 



THE MOTHER'S LAMENT. 

My own little darling — dead! 
The dove of my happineea Beit 

Jnst Heaven, forgive. 

But let me not live. 
Now my poor babe is dead : 

No more to ray yearning breast 
Shall that sweet mouth be prest, 

Nestled up warm. 
Shall my fair darling rest : 

Alas, for that dear glaz'd eye. 
Why did it dim or die ? 

Those lipa so soft, 

I have kissed so oft. 
Why are they ice, oh why? 

Alas, little frocks and toys. 
Shadows of bygone joys ; 

Have I not treasure 

Of bitterest pleasure 
In these little frocks and toys ? 

O harrowing sight to behold 
That marble-like face ail cold, 

That small cherish'd form 

Flung to the worm, 
Deep in the chamel-mould ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

Whe e IS each I eart nn ng ay, 
Thy p le nJ c t phy ' 

Ala th / a e gune 

A d 1 ft me alone 
To n eep tor li e n n gl t aad day. 

Yet wl y should I 1 nger beh nd ? 
Kill e too —death nost knd 

Wl e can I go 

To meet hy blow 
And ny ho t liab to find' 

I know t I e lalfwld 
But who can be ca-ln and a Id 

Vi hen tl e deep heart 

Is en apart 
Over a dear d ad ch Id ' 

I know t, I should not speak 
So boldlj —I oUol t to be meek, 
B t luve t a E ig 
And ray epirit ia stung, 
Lying all nambM and weak. 



**My times ore in thy hand," 

Yet will I trust ! in all my fears, 
Thy mercy, gracious Lord, appears, 
To guide me through this vale of tears, 

And be my strength ; 
Thy mercy guides the ebb and flow 
Of health and joy, or pain and woe, 
To wean my heart from all below 

To Thee at length. 
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FLOWERS. 

Yes, — welcome pain,— which Thou haat sent,- 
Yes, — farewell blessinga, — Thou hast lent. 
With Thee alone I rest content, 

For Thou art Heav'n,— 
My trust reposes, safe and etill. 
On the wise goodness of Thy will, 
Grateful for earthly good — or ill, 

Which Thou hast giv'n. 



bi d f d' o br 


ful thought' 


W h I pp m, 1 


fraught, - 


Tnt t Th I J I 


11 I ought, - 


T d b 


sin; 


Then 1 t wh t 


arise. 


The R 1 ta b 


h skies. 


And 1 f ng t H 


eyes, 


T 1 


U 1. 


D n m y th t 1 


lest, 


P ty b d d as 


c t, 


y a, t n aff 


d th b St 


F d 


h 


B t f th 1 It t h h 


m hgh, 


H p ts d I 


fl ) 


And I p t 11 th t 


by 


W th gl Jd 


e p 



FLOWERS. 

Wilt thou gaze with me on flowers, 
And let their sparkling eyes, 

Glancing brightly up to ours. 
Teach ua to be wise ? 
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The pale narcissus tells of yoalh 

Nurtured in purity and truth ; 

Violets on the mosa-bank green, 

Of sweet benevole co u seen 

A rose s blooa ing char 1} 

A enow drop f* r ham 1 ty 

Yon golden crocus sra I ng sweetly, 

Sm les alao to pensl fleetiv 

That hyic nfh w th cluster'd bells. 

Of sympathy so ro v tella 

Th a young m oaa aa t t embles, 

AiFecI on a thr II g 1 ea t reaembles ; 

And the glaze! njrtlea f agrint bloom 

H ta it a Ife tl at ks the tr mb. 

Wlat *" a floner' a beaufeous gem 

Set n nat rps d aden 

A *! nbean er her treises flung, 

A wo d from 1 er poe c tongue 

A lent burst of el q ence 

A pldjth ng ol O n potc ce — 

The poets eje sees uch n tJese 

To lea n and love and pra ac and pleas 



WEDDING GIFTS. 
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MAEEIAGE. 

Young bride — a tPor for thee! 

A tear in a!l hy Madn h3 
For thy young hea. t t] U ot eee 

Joy unmix d tl Bad 33 

Young bride — as 1p fo thee! 

To shine away thy sorro 
Pot heaven s k nd to day ani we 

Will hope as well to mo ro v. 

Young bride — a prayer for thee ! 

That all thy hopes posse g ng, 
Thy soul may pra se her God and ha 

May crown thee with his blesBing, 



MARRIAGE. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



A GLIMPSE OF PARADISE. 

Not many rays of heaven's unfallen sun 

Reach the dull distance of this world of outs, 
Nor oft dispel its shadows cold and dun, 

Nor oft with glory tint Its faded flowers: 
But, oh, if ever yet there wandered one, 

Like Peri from her amaranthine bowers, 
Or ministering angel, sent to bless, — 
'Twas to thy heartli, domestic happiness! — 
Where, in the sunshine of a peaceful home. 
Love's choicest roses bud, and burst, and bloom, 
And bleeding hearts, luli'd in a holy calm, 
Bathe their deep wounds in Gilead's healing balm. 



A DEBT OF LOVE. 

Thou, more than all endeared to this glad heart 

By gentle smiles, and patience under pain, 
I bless my God and thee, for all thou art. 

My crowning joy, my richest earthly gain! 

To thee la due this tributary strain 
For all the well-observed kind offices 

Tliat spring spontaneous from a heart, imbned. 
With the sweet wiah of living but to please ; 

Due for thy liberal hand, thy frugal mind, 

Thy pitying eye, thy voice for ever kind. 
For tenderness, truth, confidence, — all these: 

My heaven-blest vine, that hast thy tendrils twin'd 
Round one who loves thee, though hia strain be rude, 
Accept thy best reward, — thy husband's gratitude. 
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ON THE BIKTH OF LITTLE MAHY. 



TO LITTLE ELLEN. 

Mr precious babe, my guileless little girl, 

The soft Bweet beauty of thy cherub face 
I9 smiling on me, Tadlant as a pearl 

With young- intelligence, and infant grace ; 

And must the winiry breath of life etfuce 
Thy purity, fair snow-drop of the spring? 

Must evil taint thee, — must the world enthrall 
Thine innocent mind, poor harmless little thing ? 

Ah, yes ' thou too must taste the cup of woe, 

Thy heart must learn to grieve, as others do. 
Thy soul must feel liti-a many-pointed sting: 

But fear not, darling child, for well I know 
Whatever cire*i may meet thee, ills befall. 
Thy God, — tliy fathers God, — shall load thee safe through all. 



ON THE BIRTH OF LITTLE MARY. 

Lo, Thou host crowned me with another blessing. 

Into my lot has dropt one mercy more; — 
All e^od, all kind, all wise in Thee possessing. 

My cup, bounteous Giver, runneth o'er, 

And still thy princely hand doth without ceasing pour: 
For the sweet fniit of undecaying lovo 

Clusters in beauty round my cottage door. 
And this new little one, like Noah's dove. 

Comes to mine ark with peace, and plenty for my store. 
O happy home, O bright and cheerful hearth ! 

Look round with me, my lover, friend, and wife. 

On these fair faces we have lit with life. 
And, in the perfect blessing of their birth. 
Help me to live our thanks far so much heaven on earth. 
18» 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



DAYS GONE BY. 

Though we charge to-day with fleetneae, 
Though we dread to- morrow's sky, 

There's a melancholy fiweetneas 
In the name of days gone by ; 

Yes, though Time has laid hie finger 
On them, a till with streaming eye 

There are spots where I can linger, 
Sacred to tlie days gone by. 

Oft aa memory's glance is ranging 

Over scenes that cannot die, 
Then I feel that all is changing. 

Then I weep the days gone by. 

Sorrowful should I he, and lonely, 

Were not all the same as I, 
'Tis for all, not my lot only. 

To lament the days gone. 

Cease, fond heart, — lo thee ore given 
Hopes of better things on high, 

There is still a coming heaven 
Brighter than the days gone by; 

Faith lifts oft" the sable cnrtain 

Hiding huge eternity, 
Hope accounts her prize as certain, 

And forgets the days gone by. 

Love in grateful adoration 

Bids dislrust and sorrow fly, 
And with glad anticipation 

Calms regret for days gone by. 
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THE CRISIS. 

HnsH — O heaven! a moment more, 
A breath, a step, and all ia o'er; 
Hark — beneath tho waters wild! 
Save, O mercy, save my child. 

Swiftly from her heaving breast 
The mother tore the snowy vest, — 
Her little truant saw and smil'd, 
Turn'd, — and mercy sav'd the child. 

Thus, the face of love can win 
Where fear ia weak to scaro from sin, 
Thus, when faith and conscience slept, 
Jesus look'd, — ■a.n& Peter wept. 



CHARITY. 

Fair Charity — thon rarpst best and brio-hlest' 
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SONSTET — THE FOBSAKEN. 



KLOPSTOCK. 



Immortal mind, so bright with beautiful thought, 
And robed so fair in loveliest sympathy, 

"Thou Cliristian," by thy " guard ian angel" taught 
The master-touches of all melody. 

Am not I " one of those " unworthy, sought 
By thy rapt soul with "love's prospective eye?" 

I feel I love thee, "brother," as I ought, — 

Look down and love me too, ithrare'er thou art: 
I too am cherish'd by as kind a heart 

As beat in "gentle Cidli's" breast divine, 

I too can bless the band which made her mine; 
And within me, congenial feelings dart. 

Whether to glow, or thrill, or hope, or melt. 

My Boiil attuned to thine can fee! as thou liast felt. 



THE FORSAKEN. 



I hoped he loved rne yet : 
My poor heart panls with hiirrowing feai 
O cans! thou thus forget? 

I gazed into his fnce, 

And scann'd hia features o'er, — 
And there was still each manly grace 

That won my love before; 
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But coldly looked those eyes 

Which oft had thrilled my breast, 

He was too great, too rich, too wise, 
To make me his confest. 

Couldst thov, know what I felt 
To see thee liglit and gay, 

Thy froion hyart would warm and me 
And weep its ice away : 

Yoa, I can tell of tears 

These eyes for thee have ehed, 
In daily, hourly, nightly prayers 

For blessings on thy head. 

I name thee not, through shame 
That truth should fade and flee : 

Pear not, — thy love, tJiy vows, thy ni 
Are known to none but me. 

Farewell ! 'tis mine to prove 
Of blighted hopes the pain ; 

But, O believe, I ne'er can love, 
As I have lov'd, again : 

Farewell ; 'tis thine to change. 

Forget, be false, be free ; 
But know, wherever tliou shalt range, 

That none can love like me. 



THE STAMMERER'S COMPLAINT. 

Ah! think it not a light calamity 
To bo denied free converse with my kind, 
To be debarred from man's true attribute, 
The proper glorious privilege of Speech. 
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'Tis to be mortified in every point, 
Baifled at every turn of life, for want 
Of that moat common privilege of man, 
The merest drug of gorged socioty. 
Words, — windy words. 

And ia it not in trutli, 
A poisoned sting in every social joy", 
A thorn that rankles in the writhing flesh, 
A drop of gall in each domestic sweet. 
An irritating petty misery. 
That 1 can never look on one I love. 
And speak the folnesa of my hurning thoughts ? 
That I can never with unmingled joy 
Meet a long-loved and long-expected friend, 
Because I feel, but cannot vent my feehngs, — 
Because I know I ought — but must not speak, 
Because I mark hia quick impatient eye 
Striving in kindness to antic ipnte 
The word of welcome, strangled in its birth! 
Is it not sorrow, while I truly love 
Sweet social converse, to be forced to shun 
The happy circle, from a nervous sense. 
An agonizing poignant consciousness 
That I must stand aloof, nor mingle with 
The wise and good, in rational argument. 
The young in briliiant quickness of reply, 
Friendship's ingenuous interchange of mind, 
Affection's open hearted sympathies. 
But feel myself an isolated being, 
A very wilderness of widow'd thought ! 

Aye, 'tis a bitter thing, — and not loss hitter 
Because jt is not reckoned in the ilia, 
"The thousand natural shocks that flesh is heir ti 
Yet the full ocean is but countless drops, 
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BESEVOI^NCE. 

And misery is an aggregate of tears ; 
And life, replete with sLiiall iinnoyances, 
Ib but one long protractei! scene of sorrow. 

I scarce would wonder, if a godless man, 
(I name not him whose hnpo is heavenward,) 
A man, «hom lying vanities hath scath'd 
And harden'd from all fear, — if such an one, 
By this tyrannical Argus goaded on, 
Were to be wearied of his very life, 
And daily, hourly foiled in social converse, 
By the slow simmering of disappointment, 
Become a sour'd and apathetic being. 
Were to feel rapture at the approach of death, 
And long for his dark hope, — anniliilation. 



BENEVOLENCE. 



There is indeed one crowning joy, 
A pleasure that can never cloy, 

The bliss of doing good ; 
And to it a reward is given 
Most precious in the sight of heaven, 

The tear of gratitude. 

To raise the fallen from the dust, 
To right the poor by judgment just. 

The broken heart to heal. 
Pour on the soul a stream as bright 
Of satisfying deep delight 

As happy spirits feel! 

Yes, high archangels wing their way 
Par from the golden founts of day 
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BENEVOLENCE. 

How sweet it is to link again 
Estranged affection's broitcn chain, 

And soothe tite tortured breast; 
To be the favored one that may 
Recall to love hearts torn away, 

And thus by both be blest! 

Rich men and proud, who fain would find 
Some new indulgence for the mind, 

Some scheme to gladden self^ 
If ye will feed the famiah'd poor. 
Happiness shall ye buy, far more 

Than with a world of pelf: 

Ye cannot see the tearful eye, 
Ye cannot hear the grateful sigh. 

Nor feel yourself bolov'd 
By the pale children of distress, 
Whom ye have heen the gods to blesB, — 

With hearls unthrill'd, unmoved. 

And you, who love your fellow-men. 
And feel a sacred transport when 

Ye can that love fulfil,— 
Go, rescue yonder tortured brute, 
Its gratitude indeed is mute, 

Eut, oh ! it loves you still. 

Children of science, who delight 
To track out wisdom's beauty bright 

In earth, or sea, or eky, — 
While nature's lovely face you scan. 
Go, seek and save some erring man, 

And set his hope on high. 

But still, reflect that all the good 
Ye do, demands your gratitude. 
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For 'tis a hpavenlj boon, 
That sliould for )ta oun sake be sought, 
Ttiough to lUaf IS Itmdly Irraght 

A blPBSing aneet and soon 

It is reward to imitate, 
In comforting the desolate, 

Tliat gracious One who stood 
A ransom for a ruined world, 
And still, himselt to rum hurl'd, 

Found eiil for hia g od 

And what an argument tor pray'r 
Hath yeirning iiiercj written there, 

For if indeed "to gue 
Is blessed rather than the gift" — 
Go thou, to heaven the loice uplift, 

And then thou must rccene. 
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A CABINET OF POSSILS. 

Where future Apennine or Alp 
Bared to high heaven its icy scalp. 

Look on these coins of kingdoms old, 
These medals of s broken mould ; 
These corals in the green hil'-side, 
These fruits and flowers beneath the tide, 
These struggling flies, in amber found, 
These huge pine forests underground, 
These flint aea-eggs, with curious bosses. 
These fibred ferns, and fruited mosses 
Lying us in water spread, 
And atone-struck hy some Gorgon's head. 
The chambers of this gracefal shell. 
So delicately formed, — so well 
None can declare what years have past 
Sinue life hath tenanted it last. 
What countless centuries have flown 
Since age hath made the shell a stone; 
Gaze with me on those jointed stems, 
A living plant of starry gems. 
And on that sea-flower, light and fair. 
Which shoots its leaves in agate there; 
Behold these glunt ribs in stone 
Of mighty monsters, long unknown, 
That in some antemundane flood 
Wallow'd on continents of mud, 
A lizard race, but well for man, 
Dead long before his day began. 
Monsters, through Providence extinct. 
That crocodiles to fishes iink'd; 
And shreds of other forms hesida 
That sported in the yeasty tide, 
Or flapping far with dragon-iving 
On the slow tortoise wont to spring. 
Or amimshM in the rushes rank 
Watch'J the dull maminotli on the bank. 
Or lov'd the green and silent deep. 
Or on the coral-bank to sleep. 
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Where many a rood, in passive strengtii, 
The scaly reptiles lay at length. 
For there are wonders, wondrous strange, 
To those who will through nature range, 
And use the mind, and clear the eye, 
And let instruction not pass by : 
There are deep thoughts of tranquil joy 
Far tliose who thus their hearts employ, 
And trace the wise design that lurks 
In holy nature's meanest luorks. 
And by the torch of truth discern 
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THE MAST or THE VICTORY. 
THE MAST OF THE VICTORY, 

PART I. 
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3 lot ! a coward shot 
Struck Nelson as he vanquish'd, 
And Britain in her griefs forgot 
Her glories, where her son was not, — 
Her lion-heart was anguiflh'd. 

For, hit at last, against that mast 

The hero fiiintly lying, 
Pelt the cold breath of nearing death, 
nd knew that he was dying. 



Hosted by Google 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



PART II. 

And past is many a weary day. 
Since that dark glorious hour, 

And half the mast was stow'd away 
In Windsor's royal tower; 



Was thrown aside, unknowi 
Ita honors all forgoCteo : 
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AN INQUIRY CONCERNING THE SOULS 
OF BRUTES. 
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MISCELL^iXEOUS POEUS. 

As f 15 aun f on SQTiT there lacks not room, 

N t no ca e, where all is infinite". 

And 11 I do bt it is a Gordian knot, 

A da k deep ildle, rich with curious thoughts j 

Yet hear ne t 11 a trivial incident. 

And draw th no own conclusion from my tale. 

Pa s kept hoi kj ; a merrier sight 
The c o ded Champs ElysSoa never eiw: 
Loud peal ng la ^hter, songs, and flageolets, 
And gid ly dances 'neath the shadoiving ehns, 
G een v taa tl rong'd with thoughtless multitudes, 

And pleas s f 11 of sin, — the loud "hurra!" 

And fierce enthusiastic "Vive la nation!" — 

Were these thy ways and works, O godlike man, 

Mono[K)list of mind, great patentee 

Of truth, and sense, and reasonable soul ? 

My heart was sick with g'ayety ; nor less, 

When (sail, sad contrast to the sensual scene,) 

I marked a single hearse through the dense crowd 

Move on its noiseless melancholy way : 

The blazing sun half quench'd it with his beams, 

And show'd it but more sorrowful: I gaz'd. 

And gaz'd with wonder that no feeling heart, 

No solitary man followed, to note 

The spot where poor mortality must sleep : 

Alas ! it was a friendless child of sorrow. 

That stole unheeded to the house of Death ! 

My heart beat strong with sympathy, and loath'd 

The noisy follies that were buzzing round rao, 

And I resolved to watch him to his grave. 

And give a man his fellow-sinner's tear: 

I left the laughing crowd, and quickly gained 

That dreary hearse, and found, — he was not friendless '■ 

Yes, tliere was one, one only, faithful found 

To that forgotten wanderer, — las dog! 

And there, with measured step, and drooping head, 

And tearful eye, paced on the stricken n 
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THE CHAMOIS IIUNTEE. 43; 

Yes, I remeuiber how my bosom acIieJ, 

To see its sensible fice look up to mini,. 

As in confiJing' synp'itlij', — and honl' 

Yes, I can neier forgrt what grief unfeigneil, 

Wlint (rue love, and unoelfish gratitude, 

Tliat poor, bereaied, and souUcfs dog betrayed. 

Ah, gne mi>, gne mp soi-h a fiiend, I cned ; 

\on nuridd fools a.nd knaies m huiOiin guise, 

Compared « itli tliee, pour cur, are viin and worthleMl 

While man, who claims a soul e\clu=ii ely, 

Is shaoi'd by yonder "meie michine," — a dog! 



THE CHAMOIS-HUNTER. 



The scene was bathed in beautv tare, 
For Alpine grandeur toppled there. 

With emerald spots between ; 
A summer-evening's blush of rose 
All faintly warmed the crested snows. 

And tinged the valleys green ; 

Night gloom'd apace, and dark on high 
The thousand banners of the sky 

Their awfii] width unfurl'd, 
Veiling Mount Blanc's majestic brow, 
That seem'd among its cloud-xfrapt snow 

The ghost of some dead world; 
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When PicrrP the hunter, clieerly went 
To scile the Cattmia bjttlunent 

Bt.lore thp peep of daj , 
He took Ilia rifle, pole, and rope, 
Hia heart and ejes alight with hope, 

Ho hasted on his way. 



He crosseJ the vale, he humed on, 
He lorde 1 the cold Arveron, 

The first rough terrace gain't 
ThreuGed the fir wood's gloomy btlt, 
And trod the snons that never melt, 

And to the suininit Btrained. 

Over the top, aa he knew well, 
Beyond the glacier in the dell 

A herd of chamois slept , 
So down the other dreary aide, 
With cautious tread or cireleas slide, 

He bounded, or he crept 

And noiv ht ni^ara the chasmed ice , 
H? stoopi to leap, — and in a trice, 

Hi« foot hath slipped — O heaven I 
He hath leapt in, and doim he f.lls 
Between those blue tremi-ndoua wjlls, 

Stinding aoiindfr riven 

But r]uick hig clutching ncr\ous grasp 
ContriiPa a jutting crag to clasp, 

And thus he hiiigs in a.ir, — 
O moment of exulting bli^^ ' 
lot hope 30 noailv hopele'j'j is 

Twin-brothtr to despdir 

He look'd beneath, — a horrible doom' 
Some thousind yards of deepening gloom. 
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THE CHAMOIS HUNTER. 

Where he must drop to die ! 
He loolt'd above, and many a rood 
Upright tlie frozen ramparia stood 

Around a speck of sky 

Fifteen long dreadfnl hours he hung, 
And often by strong brepzes swung', 

HiB fainting body twiata , 
ScBrce can he cling one moment moT, 
His half dead hands are ice, and sore 

His burning, bursting wrists; 

His head grons dizzy, — he must drop, 
He half resolves, — but stop, O stop, 

Hold on to the last Bp^s[n , 
Never in life give up jour hope, — 
Behold, behold a friendly ropo 

Is dropping down the chasm! 

They C5ll thee, Pierre, ~ see, see them here, 
Thy gather'd neighbors far and near, 

Be cool, man, hold on fjst 
And so from out that terrible place. 
With deilh'a pale paint upon his face. 

They dreiv him up at last. 

And he come home an iltor'd man. 
For manj harrowing terrois ran 

Through hia poor heart that day; 
He thonght how all through life, though young. 
Upon a thread, a hair, he hung 

Over a gulf midwaj 

He thought," hat fear it iiere to fall 
Into Ihe pit that s« allows all, 

Univing'd with hope and love; 
And when the succor came it hit, 
O then he learnt how firm and fast 

Was hia best Friend above 
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NATURE. 



I aTRATED at evening to a sjUin scpne 
Dimpling with natiiro s smile thp "tTn 
A shadj dingle, quiPt cool and grepn 

Where the mossed rock poured firtli ita natural fountain. 
And hazels clustered there mth fern between 
And fc-athLry meadow awcet ahed perfume round, 
And the pink crocus pierced the jewelled ground; 

Then was I calm and happj for thp voice 
Of nightingales unseen in tremulous laji, 

Tausht me »:th innocent gladness to rejoice, 
And tuned my spint to informal praise' 
So among eihered mollis and closing flowers, 

Gambolling hares, and rooko refurnmg home. 

And strong winged chafers settmg out to roam, 
In careless peace I passed the soothmg hours 
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CHEERFULNESS. 



Co B t } h t f h t tl rad nt f e ! 

S h 11 I f n thy f 

Th J Intn dhlygrae 

Bl tlyhkwthts t es, 

Trelliamg it with jasmin woven lace . 

Come, Inug'hing maid, — yet in thy laughter c 
Bo this thy home. 
Pair cherub, come ! 

Solace my days with thy luxurious balm. 
And hover o'er my nightly couch, sweet dove, 
So shall I live in joy, by living in thy love! 





MALICE. 
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THE HAPPY 


HOME. 






f 


f r t f 
t by 1 1 d 

b bt w 


1 
d 
Id 


I i P 
ybl t 
b k d 




P 
A d 


t bl d tl 
(1 d J 1 


dg 


arj t t, 
h th 


nest: 


H w b 

A d 


ghtly h re ti 
tl g d d 




t ) 




Wbl 


w ff t 


y 


) t tw 




A d dff ngtat 


d 1 


ta 11 t 




Lk 


h p bl 


d 


t wht 




In h 

Th 
H 


ly t d 1 
1 ttl k d ra f 
ry d i 


A 


d 1 ht 
O h t bl 




Where 


earth to weaned iii 


leDco 


m give a borne like this. 



THE WRETCHED HOME. 

Scene of diBunion, bid eriiiT and stiifi, 

Wbit curse has made thy mine bln-ainga die 
Why do thef-e broila embitter daily life, 

And cold self interest form the strongest tie? 

Hate, ill concealed, is flaohing from the eye, 
And muttered \engeance curls the pallid lip, 

What should be Imrmony is all at jar, — 
Doubt and reserve love's timid blossoms nip, 

And weaken nature's bonds to ropes of sand; 

While eiil mdiSlrcnce takes the icy hanl — 
(O chilling^ touch ') — of constramed fellowship: 

What secret demon has such discord fanned? 
What ill committed stira this penal war, — 
Or what omitted good ? — Alas ! tliat such things a 
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CONTIIASTED SONNETS. 



How fjir and facile seena that upland road, 

&irply tlip mointain air 13 frtsh und Bwcct, 
And briokl} sImII I beir th 8 mortal load 

With wel! bracLd "linewa, anl iiiKoary feet; 

How dear my fellow pil^irims oft to meet 
Oertaken, as to reach jon blest abode 

We strive togelhei, in glad hope to greet, 
With angel friends and our approving God, 

All that in life we oni,e have loved so well, 
80 that we loved be worthy her bright win^ 
My willing spirit plumes, and upward springs 

Rejoicing, over crag and fen, and fell, 
Anl down, 01 up Iht, clifi s prec fitous face, 
To nm or fi\ her buo\int 1 appj race' 



PRACTICE. 
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RICHES. 

Heaps upon heaps, — hillocks of yellow gold, 
Jewels, and hanging silks, and piled up plate. 

And marble groups in bea«ly's clioicest mould, 
And vianJs rare, and odors delicate. 

And art and nature, in diunest works. 

Swell tiie full pomp of mj tnumpbant state 
With all tbat makes a mortal glad ind greit; 

— Ah no, not glad within my secret heart 

The dreidful knowledge, like a death norm lurlM, 

That all thif dream of life must Eoon depart. 
And the hot curse of talents misapplied 

Blisters my conscience with its burning smart, 
So that 1 long to fling mv wealth aside 
For my poor soul, when its rich male hath died, 
Must hd Hitn DivPi, spoiled ot all its pride 





POVEKTY. 
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LIGHT. 

A to I Ik (! t 
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DAKKNESS. 

A TERRIBLE dreajn r ! ky at dead of nig-ht 

Tortured by some vague fear ; it seemed at first 
Like a small ink-spot on the ceiling white. 
To a black bubble swelling in my sight, 

And then it grew to a balloon, and burst; 
Then was I drowned, as with an ebon Btream, 

And those dark waves quenched all mine inward light, 
That in my saturated mind no gleam 

Remained of beauty, peace, or love, or right! 
I was a spirit of darkness ! — yet I know 

1 could not thus be left; it was but a dream- 

Still felt I full of horror; for a crew ' 

Of shadowy its hemmed in my harried mind. 

And all my dread was waldng mad and blind.' 
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POETKY. 

To touch the heart, ami malie its pulses thrill. 

To raise and purify the grovelling soul, 
To warm with generous heat the selfish Till, 

To conquer paaaion nith a mild control, 
And the »hole man with nobler thoughts to fill, 

These are th no aimi O pure unearthly power '. 
These are thine influences , end therefore tliuae 
Whose wings are clogged with evil, are thy foes ; 
And therefore these, nho hue thee for tlieir dower, 
The "idoived spirita nith no portion here, 

Eat angels' fool, the rainna thoi dost thower: 
For thine are pleasures, d"pp, and tried, ind true, 

Whether to rrad, or writP, or thmk, or hear, 
By the gross million spurnel, lud ted on b\ the few. 
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P t 11 th h t d by 

Who have swayed royally the mi^hly pen, 

And now as Idngs in prose on fame's clear summit stand. 
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FRIENDSHIP, CONSTRAINED. 

Ge b t g dtp d 1 m d, 

R dy t h 111 t h th 

Wth 1 tthtllwhilnibmd 

T w p (h t rs f t bl d yes 

A d h Ip tl trag 1 ght to 
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■ W Ik good th poll t 1 rth 

And th btl h tmy 1 

Sw y d t bly th t t 1 

S d hi thy p w rth 

Th t tl y fil f y I pp h rt, 

L k t d 1 t U t hin f tl 

T tw d thy f t I! 

O child of love ; — d t m hou art, 

So coveted by rae tl y g d nflu nee ! 



ENMITY, COMPELLED. 

Coarse, vain and vulgar, ignorant and mean. 
Sensual and sordid in each hope and mm, 

Selfish in appetite, and basely keen 
In tracking out gross pleasure's guilty game 
With eager eye, and bod heart all on flame, 

Such an one, like an Afreet, have I seen, 
Shedding o'er this fair world hia baleful light. 

And can I love him? — far be from my thought 

To show not Euch the charities I ought, — 
Bat from his converse should I reap delight. 

Nor hid the tender sproutings of my mind 
Shrink from his ewil, as from bane and blight. 
Nor back upon themselves my feelings loU? — 

O moral monster, loveless and unkind, 

Thou art as wormwood to my aeoret soul! 
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PHILANTHROPIC. 

Come near me, friends and brothers ; hem me round 

With the dear feces of my fellow-men ; 
The music of your tongues with magic sound 
Shall cheer my heart and make me happiest then, 
My soul yearns over you , tlie setting hen 

Cowers not more fondly o'er her callow brood 
Than in most kind excuse of all your ill. 

My heart is warm and patient for your good; 

that my power were measured by my will; 
Then would f bless you as I lovo you still," 

Forgiving, as I trust to be forgiven: 
Here, vilest of my kind, take hand and heart, 

1 also am a man — 'ti'' all thou art, 

An erring, neeJy pensioner of heaven. 



MISANTHROPIC. 
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WORLDLY AND WEALTHY. 

Idolato f Iri I 1 ti t 
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WISE AND WORTHY. 
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LIBERALITY. 
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MEANNESS. 

Where vice is virtue, thou art still dpspised, 
O petty loathsome love of hoarded pulf ; 

E'en in the pit where all things vile are prized, 
Still ia there Toiind in Lucifer himself 

Spirit enough to hate ihee, sordid thing : 

Tlmnk He-nen' I own in thee nor ht nor part; 

And though to msny a sin and folly cling 
The worse Heak hbres of my needj heart, 

Yet to thy nitheret! lips and snake hke eye 
My iinrmest Helcome la Depart, depart, 
For to my Bense bo fuul and base thou art, 

I would not stoop fo thee t) roacli tho sky 
Aroint thee, fili-li n^ hind and heart of atone! 
Be this thy doom with conscience left alone. 
Learn how like death thou art, unsated selfish ont 
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MODERN. 
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SPIRIT. 

Thsow me from this tall cliff, — my wings are strong, 

The hurricane is raging fierce and high, 
My spirit pants, and all in heat I long 

To Btruggle upward to a purer sky. 

And tread the clouds above me rolling by: — 
Lo, thus into the buoyant air I leap. 

Confident, and exulting, at a bound, 
Swifter than whirlwinds, happily to sweep 

On fiery wing, the reeling world around ! 
Off with my fetters! — who shall hold me back? 
My path lies there, —the lightning's sudden track, 
O'er the blue concave of the fathomless deep, — 

Thus can I spurn matter, and space, and time, 

Soaring above the u 



MATTER. 

In the deep clay of yonder sluggish flood 
The huge behemoth makes his ancient lair. 
And with slow caution heavily wallows there, 

Moving above the stream, a mound of mud! 
And near inni, stretching to the river's edge, 

In dense dark grandeur, stands the silent wood. 

Whose unpierced jungles, choked witli rotting sedge, 

Prison the damp air from the freshening breeze : 
Lo ! the rhinoceros comes down this way, 

Thundering furiously on, — and snorting seea 
The harmless monster at his awkward play. 

And rushes on him from the crashing trees, — 
A dreadful shock as when the Titans hurled 
Against high Jove tiie Himalayan world. 
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LIFE. 
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DEATH. 

Ghastly and weak, O dreadful monarch. Death, 
With failing feet I near thy silont realm. 

Upon my brain strikes chill thine icy breath, 
My fluttering heart thy terrors overwhelm. 

Thou sullen pilot of life's crazy bark, 

How treacherously thou puttest down the helm 
Just where smooth eddiea hide the sunken rock; 

While close behind follows the hungry shark 
SnutHng his meal from far, swift with black fin 
The foam dividing, — ha! that sudden shock 

Splits my frail skiff; upon the billows dar!;, 

A drowning wretch, awhile struggling I float, 
Till, just as I had iiopod the wreck to win, 

1 feel thy bony tingers clutch ray throat 
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ELLEN GRAY. 



A BTiRtESB lught, ind bittPr cold, 
Thp low dun clouds all wilJly rolled, 

Scudding before the blist , 
And cheerlessly the frozpu elcat 
Adown the m^lanrhjly strppt 

Sivept onward thick and tast 

When, crouchpd at an unfnendly door, 
Faint, sick, and miserably poor, 

A silent woman sate , 
She might bo young, and h'ld bepn fair, 
But from her eye looked out de-'pair, 

All dim and desolate 

Was I to pa''! lier coldly by, 
Leaung her thpre ti pine and die, 

The live long frePzing nijht' 
The spcret answer of my heart 
Told me I had not done my part 

In flinging her a m te 

She looked her thmki, — then drioptd her head; 
"Have you no frlpud, no home. " I said: 
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"And f]T a home, — would I had none' 
The home I ha\e, a wicked one, 

They will not let me ni, 
Till I can fee my jailer's hands 
With the vile tribute she demands 

The ingPB of my sin 

"I see jour goodne'js on me froivn, 
Yet hear the veriest wretch on town 

While yet in hie fclio may 
Tell the sad story of her grief, — 
Though heiven alone can bring relief 

To guilty Ellen &raj 

"My mother died when 1 was born 
And I was flung, a babe forlorn, 

Upon the work house floor, 
My fither, — would I knew hira not' 
A squalid thief, a reokleaa sot, — 

I dare not tell juu more 

"And I was bound an mfunt elaie, 
With no one n^ir to loit or aivp 

From cruel sordid men, 
A friendless, faniihhed factory child, — 
Morn, noon, iiid night, I toiled and toiled — 

let «a'4 I happj then, 

"My heart wa^ pure, my cheek was fair, — 
Ah, would tn GoJ a cini-pr there 

Had eiten out ita »ay ' 
For soon mj tasl t,r, dreaded man, 
With treacherous wile's and art began 

To mark me for his prey 

"And month by montli he \aiiilj strove 
To light the flame ot hwless love 
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ELLEN GRAY. 

In my most loathing breast; 
Oh, hoiv I feared and hated him, 
So basel; Iiind, so emocthly grim, 

My terror and my pest ! 

"Till one day at that prison-mill,-- 
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M th p t rst 

O m h d tij I. dl f 
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Anl helled the woimds it gave! — 
I was a dro«nmg Rinking wretch, 
Wliom no one lovfd enough to stretch 



"They tore my baby from mv heart. 
And locked it in some holp apart, 

Whpra I could hear it cr). 
Such was the horrid poor house kw;- 
Its little throes I never sai», 

Althoigh I heard it die' 
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" '5tTll the stone hearts thit ruled the place 
Let niP not I si my Jarlmr'a face, 
Mj httle dFirlmg dpad , 

I was mad with ra^-p and hite, 
And yet all aullenlj I satP, 

And not a nord I said 

" I would not stay, 1 could not bear 
To breathe die same inletted uir 
That killed my precious cliild, 

1 watched my time, and fled anay — 
The livelong night, the livelong day, 

With fear and anguish wild 

"Till down upon a rl^er's bank. 
Twenty leagups otT, fjinung, I sank, 

And onlv longed to die , 
I h^d no hope, no home no friend. 
No God' — I sou/ht but for in end 

To life and misery 

"Ah, lightly heeil the righteous few, 
How little to themselves u due. 

But all things gnen to them. 
Yet tlie unwise, because untiught, 
The waniienng ehecp, bpciuse unsought, 

They heartlessly condemn 

" And little can the untempted dream. 
While gliding smoothly on life's stieam 

They keep the letter lans , 
What would ijiey bn if, toat like rae 
Hopeless upon life a barren sei, 

They know how hunger gnaws 

"I was half stirved I tried m \^^m 
Tj g t m" nork my hreni to giin , 



Hosted by Google 







ELLEN 


QUAY. 






B f 


m fl 


y 1 




C 11 CI ty p t p 


1 P 




A 




1 1 d 


b t 






11 1 


Id f 


1 f m 




A 


1 hj 


d I 


t by 1 Is 


Th 


h y 


1 tl 


h 


Ih t sinks 




Mj 1 


rt my 


1 J 


n 


I t 


11 


f tl 


h h p 


V, dead, 


A 


1 I 


Id my If f b 


d 




A d 1 


d po 


yfll 




N 




I Ides 


b Id 


d bid, 


My 


1 


h t - 


Igre 


h If-mad 




H th 


h k 


y 


a; 


D 




d p 


J t 




R 


t b dy 


d 1 


1 ra 


d within! 




S h 


d to g 


It b I 


gs 


A 


d h t I w - 


h 


til ami; 


Afra d W 1 


fit 


t d 






A d 


t I h p d I 1 


t 


M 

I 


t my b 
ti h 
Of th 


t f d 
f 
D b 


d 1 

\ f 

!t 


— Death, 
breath 



"My tale is told: my heart growa cold; 
I cannot atir, — yet, — kind good sir, 

I know that you will stay, — 
And God is kinder e'en than you, — 
Can He not look with pity too. 

On wretched Ellen Gray ? " 

Her eye was fixed; she said no more, 
Eut propped against the cold street-door 

She leaned her fainting head ; 
One moment she looked up and smiled 
Full of new hope, as Mercy's chila, 
— And the poor girl was dead. 
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THE AFRICAN DESERT. 

Bj-conlemplaling a guiliy Jemli-bed, ihemtM is brouglil ioiIibi slate,, 
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TOE AFRICAN DESERT. 

That dewed her locks with odora, as tliey swept 
The waving groves, or in the rose-bud slept! 

Is this the desert? this the bliglited plain 

Where Silence holds her melancholy reign, — 

Where foot of daring mortal scarce hath trod, 

But all around is solitude, — and God! 
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Noll ringing ib 1 ixuriint baiiltg of green, 

1 1 ailLnt rapture gize upon tht, scene 

His graceful arms the palm hjs Having ther^ 

Caught in tlie !all acacias tangled hair, 

While in ft-stoona across his brancbea slung 

The gay Itossin lo scarlet tassels hung, 

The fiowenng colocynth had studded round 

Jewela of promise oer the joyful ground. 

And uherc the smile of ddj bur^t on the stream 

The trerab] nj waters glittered in the beajn 

It comes the blist of death tliat sudden glare 

Tinges nith purple hues the sngiiant air 

Peartul n =Jence oer tlie heaiino- stranl 

Sweeps* the nJd gile and licks the i-urlmg sand, 

While o'er the vaot Sihari from afar 

Eushes tlie tempest m Ins Hin^id car 

Swift from then- bed the flame like bdlows rise, 

Whirling and surgin^' to the copper skies. 

As Bh^n Briareus lifts his hundred arms, 

Grasp» at hi^h beaien, and hlls it with alarms. 

In eilJjing chios madlj nu\t on high 

Gigantic pillars dance f alonj the sky, 

Or Btalk in awful sloiiness through the gloom, 

Or trick the coursers ot the dread simoom, 

Or clashing in mid air, to ruin hurled, 

Fall aa the fragments of a shattered world' 

Hushed IS the ti-mpesl, — desohte th" pKin, 
btilled are the billows of that (ruublcd laim, 
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THE SUTTEES. 



O coLDEN shorea primeval ho e of nnii 
How glonois IS thy dwell ng H ndostan 
Thine are these sm I ng valleys br ght with bloom, 
Wild ivools end smd I gravis that breithe perfume, 
Thine tlose fair sk "s — where o ns rpturning ray, 
Has B Fcpt tl e starry robe of g I a f 
And git each done and m aret, aii to >-er, 
Gemmpd every stream and t nted eiory flower. 
But dark the epint "ithm thee, — from old time 
Still o'er thee rolls the wheeling flood of crime. 



* J>enham Olid Clapp., ir 10. '^TheorerpowAriiiEf 
near the close nC the desen, oAan deBUiiys s wiiole 
by (aligoe, io " — and p. 63— "Thowiiid>Bc.ifchB 
bQloWB ofBBoAj rolling- bIchi^ in masBea fiigliUUily eu 
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MISCELLAN^EOUS POEMS. 

St II th b d th f ff W Mood 

Ththtf fmtly kgd 

D pfl G 1 ly b (1 

M d q f h hli d i 

Adwftdf) t thp gl 

R th rph h — th wd t 

H k th il r th r Mm 
Th wh t b (1 Brahra tb y th y 

Bgg hft Its dtl dt p 
Ad Idimfml hlypp 

Th t I d rps b 1 ly h h — 

Adyfttrhl t 1 dtd 



St 11 th in d t p th m 1 

Wthfi jyhyw th jt g 

Era dwthfttbthyp 

B m h t th th r 11 t d h m 

T — wl th i ail m f 

A d I 1 th pi 

A d t tl f G d t 

B ght w th th g Id f S J b 

Wh h 1 t th V 

A d w p P I th gs 

Th y 1 t t K I f th 1 ht h d 
Bd A I) t h h th I ai d b d 

AdffmHlyf p 

Iwhl dirbddkPih p 

Thyhtf hmA Iwb. g 

O th bl k g If f d tl f h dtl 

Of h I 1 tl I f t b 

Bur t f h 1 d tl Id t f h 

Of h — h th d df I t ph I d 

D th h II w d b 1 1 f th d d 

Eabf goddess of murder Ag ya god of lire PavoELehf of 



Hosted by Google 



THE SUTTEES. 
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UISCELLAXEOUS POEMS. 

With emerald plains, and ocean's distnnt blue, 

Cast tlieir rich tints and shadows o'er the vior. 

But murder here must wash his bloody hand, 

And superstition shake the fiaming brand, 

And terror cast around an eager eye 

To look for one to save, — where none is nigh! 

Far other incense than the breath of day 

From that dark corpse must waft tha soul away, 

Par' other moans than of tlie muffled drum 

Herald the lingering spirit to its home: 

Yes, — thou must perish; and that gentle frame 

Must struggle frantic with the circling flame. 

Constant in weal and woe, for death, for life. 

The victim widow, as the victim wife. 

Hoping, despairing, — friendless, and forlorn, 

The death she may not fly, she strives to scorn : 

Lists to the tale that bright-winged Peris wait 

To waft her to Kalaisa's crystal gate, — * 

Thinks how her car of fire shall speed along, 

Hailed by high praises, and Kinnura's song, — 

And upward gazing in a speechless trance, 

Darts earnestly the keen ecstatic glance, 

Till rapt imagination cleaves the sky, 

And hope delusive points the way — to die. 

Who hath not felt, — jn some celestial hour. 

When fear's dark thunder-clouds have ceased to low 

When angels beckon on the fluttering soul 

To realms of bliss beyond her mortal goal, 

When heavenly glories bursting on the sight. 

The raptured spirit bathes in seas of light, 

And soars aloft upon the seraph's wing, — 

How boldly she can brave death's tyrant sting? 

Thus the poor girl's enthusiastic mind 

Revels in hope of blessings undefined, 

Roama o'er the flowers of earth, the joys of sense. 

And frames her paradise of glory thence : 
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THE SUTTEES. 

For oft as mnmory's i-etroap active eye 
Glanced at the blighted joys of days eonc hy, 
How sadly sweet appeared those smiling hours, 
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A CARMEN SiECULARE FOR CHRISTIAN 
ENGLAND. 



Holt Creator, ruler of the kingdoms. 
Glory of earth and heaven, the Almighty, 
Thou to be praised and worshipped never ceasing, 
Hear us, Jehovah ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS P0EU3. 
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Oh i ta 

Save from intestine murmurings and discord, 
Criminal sloth, and infidel compliance ; 
Scatter the curse of national rejection 
Brooding above us ! 

Let open faith, integrity and firmness, 
Primitive truth, and piety, and prudence, 
Loyal content, and patriotic virtue, 
Quickly returning, 

Crown us with blessings, though we be unworlhj 
Fill ua with mercies forfeited, and rescue 
From bitter hate and scorn among the Gentiles 
Protestant Zion. 
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A PRAYER FOR THE LAND. 

Friend of the needy, pity and relievo them : 
Prosper our arta, and sciences, aod commerce: 
All that can bless and beautify a nation, 
Ever be Britain's! 

Long as the world rejoices in thy favor. 
Holding it up, Omnipotent, — let England, 
Let Caledonia, with her sister Erin, 

Queen of the nations. 

Reign, and be strong, acknowledging thy mercy; 
Hear us in choral voice of supplication. 
Who now invoke thy succor and thy b 
Father Almighty! 

yps we accept the pron bp of thine anawe 
Yea I" depend on p tj for protection. 
And pon G d our confidence reposes. 

Thro gh the Redeemer. 



A PEAYER FOE THE LAND. 

AtMiGHTr Father! hearken. 

Forgive, and help, and bk'ss. 
Nor let tliine anger darken 

The night of our distress ; 
A sin, and shame, and weakness. 

Are all we call our own ; 
We turn to thee in meekness. 

And trust on thee alone. 

O God, remember Zion — 

And pardon all her sin ! 
Thy rnercy we rely on. 

To rein thy vengeance in , 
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MISCELLAXE0U3 POEMS. 
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LAJiOE, 

Turn us that we may fenr thee, 

And worship day by dav, — 
Draw ua, that we draw near thee, 

To honor and ohey , 
Be with ua in all trouble, 

And, as our Siiinr still, 
Lord, rpcomppn'ie us double 

With gool for all our ill' 

Thon^h "c desone not pity, 

Yef, Lord, all bounty yield, 
AH blessings in the city, 

Anl blcB'-inga in the field; 
On folded flocka and cattle, 

On basket and on store, 
In ppace and in the battle. 

All blessinga evermore' 

All good for earth and hearen ! 

For we are bold to plead, 
As through thy Son forgiven. 

And in Him sons indeed! 
Yes, Father! aa possessing 

In thee our Father — God — 
God give us every blessing, 

And tahe away thy rod! 



i BALLAD FOR OUR MINES AND MANFFACTORIES. 

Fair work for fair wages ! it's all that we ask, 
An Englishman loves what is fair, — 

We'll never complain of the toil or the task, 
If Livelihood comes with the core; 
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MISCELLANEOUS TOEJIS. 

Fair work for fair wings' we Iiupe nothing else 

Ol the mill, or the forge, or the soil, 
For the rich n an ivho bu^h and tl e poor man wiio sells, 

Mubt piy and be paid for his tod ' 

Fair «ork for fdir n ages, — we know that the claim 

Is just between maotPr and iiun 
If the tdblea «ere turned we nould serve bim the some. 

And pro]]i=e ne will «hen «e can' 
We give to hiin industrj, muscles, and theHs 

And heartdj work for liis wealth, 
So he will as honeatly yield us our dues, 

Good wages for labor in health ' 

Enough for the daj, and a b t to put by 

Against illneis and alacknPS'J, and age , 
For change and nustortuno are e\er too nigh 

Alike to the fool ind the sage 
But the fool in hia harvest «ill winton and waste, 

Forgetting the « inter once more. 
While true British wisdom will tmely make haste. 

And ease for the "basket and store'" 



Aye , wanlonnesa freezes to want, be assured, 

And drinking makes nothing to eat. 
And penury's wasting by waste is secured, 

And luxury stiries in the street' 
And many a father with little ones pale. 

So niLked by his Cdre^ and his pains. 
Might now be all right, if, when hearty and hale, 

He never had squandered his gains ' 

We know that prosperitj'a glittenn^' sun 

Can shine but a httle, and then 
The hariest is o^ec, the summer is done. 

Alike for tiio muster and men 
If the factorj ship with its Cai)tam on board 

Must beat in adversitj's waies, 
One lot 13 for all ' for the great cotton lord 

And the poorest of Comiercc's aUies 
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LABOE. 

One lot if extrivagance m gned in the home, 
Thei poiertys wornvood an I g'all 

If rational foresight of evils to come 
\ cheerfil conplacence in all 

For sweet s the morsel tl at d 1 gpnce eirned. 
And B eeter that pridtnce ] t bj 

And lessons of p ce in dfil ct on arc learned, 
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mSCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

The rich, — in his Tather, his friend, or himself, 
By head or by hand must have toiled, 

And tlio brow tliat is canopied over with pelf. 
By Labor's own sweat has been soiled! 



'WHAT IS A POET!' 



No jmgler of rln npi, and no ramgler of phrases. 

No tuner of times, and no pruner of daisies. 

No lullaby Ijriat with nothing to saj. 

No small aentiniLntali-t fjinting away. 

No Ardcrt of albums, no trifling Tyrtteus, 

No bihous mi jntbripe loithing to see us. 

No graclus an! proiody maker of ler^^ea, 

No Hector if tngedy vaporing cumes, — 

In a Bord — not a bad one — no inpre "poetaster," 

The monkey that follows some troubadDur master, 

And filching from Tennjson, Sheliej, or Keats, 

With cunning mosaic his coterie cheats 

Into voting the poor ppttj krceny fool, 

A charming disciple of Wordsworth's sweet school! 

Not a bit of It — Pilferers, duncy ind dieirj , 

Human socief) a utterly weary 

Of gilt insineeritlts hopping in terse 

And stately hexameters plumed like a hoarse. 

And second hand sentiment sugared Hith ice. 

And a third course of passions, warmed up very nice 

And peaches of wax, and your sham wooden pine. 

The fitt ng dessert of a feist so divine ' 

With music il Ilea, and mochamcal -tjfF 

The verse riddi-n Hurld has bten p sti_red enough; 
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"YE THIRTY NOBLE NATIONS." 4! 

And yet in its heart, if unsmothnred Iiy words, 
It Btili can respond, from its innoriiiost chords, 
To generoua, truthful, melodious Sense, 
To beautiful language and feelings intense, 
To human affection sincoroly poured out. 
To Eloquence, — tagged witli a rhyme, or without, 
To anything tasteful, and hearty, and true, 
Delicate, graceful, and noble, and new. 

Aye, — find nie the man, — or the woman, — or child, 
Though modest yet bold, and though spirited, mild. 
With a mind that can think, and a heart that can feel. 
And the tongue and the pen that are skilled to reveal. 
And the eye that hoth wept, and the hand that will aid, 
And the brow that in peril was never afraid, — 
With courage to dare, and with keenness to plan. 
And tact to declare what is pleasant to Man, 
While guiding, and teaching, and training his mind, 
While spurring the lazy, and leading the blind, 
With pureness in youth, and religion in age, 
And cordial efFectiona at every stage, — 
The harp of this woman, this man, or this youth. 
By genius well-strung, and made tuneful by truth, 
Shall charm and shall ravish the world at its will, 
And make its old heart yet tremble and thriU, 
While all men shall own it, and feel it, and know it, 
Gladly and gratefully, — Here is the Poet! 



■'YE THIRTY NOBLE NATIONS.' 



Ye Thirty noble nations 
Confederate in One ! 

That keep your starry stationi 
Around the Western Sun— 
21 
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MISCELLA^'EOIJS POEMS. 

I have a glorious mission, 
And must obey the call — 

A claim I anfl a petition! 
To set before you all, 

Awny K th party bl nilnesg, 

Away with petty spite' 
My Chim IB onu of Kindness, 

My Prajer 13 one of Right 
And while in grace ye listen — 

For tendernps^i I know 
Your e\es sliall dim and glisten 

Your hearts shall thrill and glow 

For on those hearts is written 

The Epir t of mj song' — 
I claim }our love for Britain, 

In spite of eveiy wrong ' 
I claim It for — ycur mother, 

Your Bister and your spouae, 
Your father tnend and brother, 

The Hectir ot your vows'" 

In spite of all the evils 

That statesmen ever brewed, 
Or busy pnnter's devils, 

Or Celtic gmbtude, — 
In spite of pol t Clans, 

And diplomatic fuss, 
Your fi,pling9 and triditions 

Are cordially nith as' 

O ves' your recoll''ctions 

Look back with streaming eye. 
To pour those old iffpi-tions 

On scenes and day? gone by, 
Your Eigle well renembers 

His dear old island nest, 
And sorrow st rs the embers 

Of love wittin his breast 
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*YE TlilETY NOBLE NATIONS." 

Ah ' need I IpU of places 

You dream and dwell on still? 
Those old fam lur fjcca 

Of English vale anl hill,— 
The s tes you think of, sobbing, 

And seek as pil|^'rims seek. 
With hro«3 and boioms throbbing, 

And tears upon your cheek. 

Or should I touch on glories 

1 hat date in ancs gone. 
Those dear historic stone*!, 

When England 3 nj.me was won,— 
The tales vour children thronging 

So glidly hear ) 5u tell, 
And note th^ir fjther's longing. 

And love that longing well 

For hnguHgp, follies, fashions. 

Religion, honor shime. 
And human loiei, and passions, 

Oh' we are ju't the same, 
You, yon are En„rland groiiing 

To Continentil state. 
And we Coin m bit, glowing 

With all that makes you great 

Yes Anslo-Savon brother, 

I see your hoart is right, — 
And we will warm each other, 

With all our love^ alight, 
In feeling and in reason 

My CKim is stowed away, — 
And kissing is in season 

For eier and a d ij ' — 



And now in frank c 

Oh brother mine, give heed, — 
And hear the just Petition 

My feeble tongue would plead, 
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"YE THIRTY NOBLE NATIONS." 

And lo ! One great salvation 

Hath burst upon The World,— 
And God's Illumination 

Like noonday shines unfurled ; 
Sliail bonds or color pale it ? 

Candaoe's Eunuch — say, — 
The first, though black, to hail it. 

And love the Gospel Day! 

Columbia, well I note it 

That half your sons are strong 
Against this ill, and vote it 

A folly and a wrong ; 
Yel, lurks there not a loathing. 

Aye, with your host inclined, 
Against that sable clothing 

Ot Man'a own heart and mind? 

T charge you by your power. 

Your freedom, and your fame, 
To speed tlia blessed hour 

That wipes away this Shame ; 
By all life's hopes and wishes. 

And fears beyond the grave, 
Renounce these blood-bought riches, 

And frankly free the slave! 

So let whatever mreaten, 

While God ia on our side, 
Columbia and Britain 

The world shall well divide, — 
Divide? — No! in one tether 

Of Anglo-Saxon might 
We'll hold the world together 

In peace and love and right! 
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CONCLUSION. 
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